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"The father loved life, but he loved his child more; and so, 
leaving his boy in the bucket, he said, * There, my child, lie quiet 
for a few moments, and you will be safe at the top ■,' and then 
threw himself over and was dashed to pieces."— Page \o\. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



" Mamma," said a little girl to her mother, one 
Sabbath, when she had come home from church, 
"why don't the minister sometimes preach so 
that little children like me can understand him ?" 
A few moments afterwards she was seen with 
her bonnet on, running out of the door. " Where 
are you going, my dear ?" " I am going over to 
the minister's," said she, to ask him if he won't 
please to preach smalir 

Now, this is just what all the children want, 
not "small talk," but that we should "talk 
small " to them. And this is what the writer of 
these short sermons has tried to do in the chil- 
dren's services which are held regularly in his 
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own church. The thought that he might, in 
this book, preach them to a still larger congre- 
gation, leads him to print them. 

May the Good Shepherd bless this tender 
food to His own dear lambs, for Christ's sake. 
Amen! 
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I. 



"Josiah was eight years old when he began to reign."— 
3 Chron. xxxiv. X. 



" These are the crowns that we shall wear, 
When all Thy saints are crowned ; 
These are the palms that we shall beair 
On yonder holy ground. 

"Then welcome toil, and care, and pain f 
And welcome sorrow, too I 
All toil is rest, all grief is gain, 
With such a prize in view. 

" Come, crown and throne I come, robe and palm I 
Burst forth, glad stream of peace 1 
Come, holy city of the Lamb 1 
Rise, Sim of Righteousness !** 



A 




I. 



THE CHILD-KING. 

What boy has not sometimes wished that he might 
become a king^ and Uve in a splendid palace, all shin* 
ing with gold and gems 1 What girl has not thought 
how grand it woiild be to sit on the throne of a qu^n^ 
with her satin, and diamonds, and glorious crown, 
which, like the wishing-cap of the old fairy-tale, would 
be the means of fulfilling all her desires % Now, I am 
going to tell you, before I get through, how you may 
aU wear crowns^ if you will only take the pains to win 
them. 

But I wish now to tell you a true story about a 
child who was king in Jerusalem, and who sat on a 
golden throne and wore a golden crown, when he was 
only eight years old. His name "^oiva^ 



4 



Little Crowns. 



father, Amon, was a very wicked man ; and as the 
Bible says that "the wicked shall not live out half his 
days," so Amon was killed when he was but twenty- 
four years old. Then the people put the crown upon 
the head of his little son, and made him their king. 
He lived in the beautiful palace, and had a great 
many servants, horses and chariots, and everything 
else that this world can give to make a child or a 
man happy. 

But the best of all was this : he had two crowns. 
The people gave him one, and God gave him the 
other. The one was bright and dazzling as it rested 
upon his little head ; the other, more grand and 
glorious, he wore upon his heart The one was seen 
and admired by men : the other, unseen by men, was 
yet more beautiful to the eyes of God and the holy 
angels. What was this other crown 1 It was piety — 
goodness of heart, love to God and to man. Without 
this, all the crowns and kingdoms in the world could 
not have made him happy. With this, he would have 
been every inch a king, even though he had walked 
the streets of Jerusalem in the rags of a beggar. 

How did he get this other and better crown % One 
would suppose that the son of wicked Amon would 
j3ot have been a very good boy ; for bad Others are 
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apt to have worse children. But Josiah had a pious 
grandfather, whose name was Manasseh, who had died 
only two years before. No doubt he had often taken 
the dear child upon his knee, and told him about good 
king David, and about God and heaven. It is a sad 
thing to have a wicked parent; but it is a blessed 
thing to have a grandfather or grandmother who loves 
the Saviour, and tries to lead little feet to thrones and 
crowns in glory. Josiah did not forget the sweet 
lessons he had been taught, but " while he was yet 
yoimg," as the Bible tells us, " he began to seek after 
the God of David, his father." He sought Him 
early and he sought Him earnestly y and we know 
. — ^for God has said so — ^that they who seek Him early 
shall find Him, So the little king found God, and 
when he found Him, he found his brightest crown. 
For we read that " he did that which was right in the 
sight of the Lord that, like a good missionary, he 
broke down the altars and images of the heathen 
idols, which the people worshipped; that he had 
God's beautiful house, which was fast going to ruin, 
put in good order ; and that he had the people taught 
out of the Bible, and did all that he could by his 
prayers, his tears, and his labours, to make every oti^ 
aroimd him love and serve the true Godu 
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What a. noble life a maa can lead who begins to 
seek after God when he is a child ! But at last, like 
all other kings, Josiah died. He could no longer 
wear the earthly crown. But his other crown grew 
brighter and brighter, and he has been wearing it 
ever since in heaven, and he will always wear it, for it 
has become ^ a crown of glory that fadeth not away.'' 

I have said that there is a way by which all children 
may become kings, and wear crowns. What kind of 
crowns 1 Are they made of gold and jewels? No j 
but of something that is more precious than gold, 
and more beautiful than gems and diamonds. And 
are they just the size for little heads, and may any 
one wear them that pleases? Yes, they are of all 
sizes — even for the smallest ; and here let me whisper 
a secret in your ear — ike smallest crowns are always the 
best That is, the sooner you win and wear one, the 
brighter it is sirre to be. 

I. One of these crowns is Self-Government. Oh, 
how bright and beautiful it is upon the head of a child 
or youth ! It needs no gaudy gUtter of jewellery, for 
it has the " ornament of a meek and quiet spirit, which 
in the sight of God is of great price," It is nobler to 
wear this than to be king ovex maxvy cities and em- 
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pires ; for the wisest king who ever lived has said, 
" He that is slow to anger is better than the mighty ; 
and he that ruleth his spirit than he that taketh a 
city." 

I will shew you this crown by telling you a little 
story of a king who began to reign when he was ten 
years old. He became a Christian, and had a new 
heart, and loved the Saviour. But his younger brother, 
who was only eight years old, did not believe that his 
heart had been changed ; and how do you think he 
tried to find out whether his brother was a Christian ? 
Why, he remembered that whenever he used to tread 
on his brother's toes, or plague him in any way, he 
would at once become very angry, and begin to fight 
him. So, every tiijae he could get a chance, he would 
slyly kick him, or strike him, or pinch his arms, and 
then watch to see his face turn red, and his eyes flash 
with anger. But with all that he could do, he could 
not make him mad. Why was thisi Because he 
had learned to rule his spirit, and to be king over 
his angry passions, which before that had been king 
over him. No doubt there was many a httle struggle 
in his breast, but it was the struggle for his crown, 
and every new triumph over his temper put a new 
gem into that crown, and made \t. ^\vvcsa \rcv^'5;\ 
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and brighter. And this was the way that he began to 
reign when he was ten years old. 

Now, when his little brother saw that he did not 
get angry any more, it was like seeing the glory of the 
new crown upon his heart ; and then he began to seek 
after it too, and to seek after God until he found Him 
— and then there were two little kings in that family. 

This, then, is what is meant by ruling the spirit. It 
is to govern that busy crowd of thoughts, feelings, 
passions, wishes, which, like a great multitude of 
people, or like the different parts of a kingdom, dwell 
together in the empire of your heart That heart, 
until it is changed, is fiiU of all sorts of rebels, such as 
anger, fi-etfiilness, pride, malice, and envy. Every 
one of these tries hard to become your master. See 
that boy who has lost his temper, and who is fretful 
and peevish at everything around him. He is like a 
king who has thrown away his crown, and all the 
wicked passions in his breast are fighting together to 
see which one shall have it, and rule over him. But 
is it not much better that he should be their master 
than that they should be his 1 

" Bertie, dear Bertie, will you not say good night 
to me % " pleaded the sweet voice of his sister Minnie, 
^ she wound her arms lovingly aroimd his neck. 
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"No," he replied, angrily, pushing her away from 
him. 

" Come now, Bertie, do forgive me, and let us kiss 
and be friends \ will you not, Bertie, dearl" 

He did not answer, but only looked sulkily out of 
the window. Minnie's blue eyes filled with tears. 
"You know I did not spoil your kite on purpose, 
dear brother," she said; "but it is my bed-time, and 
if you will not forgive me, I must pray to God and 
the child left the room. Five minutes after, she was 
kneeling in her little chamber praying. " Dear, kind 
Saviour," she said, " do, please, make dear Bertie for- 
give me. I am so sorry I made him angry, but I did 
not mean to do so. Pour into his heart Thy Holy 
Spirit, and let him love me again ; and may he grow 
up a great and good man, and be a comfort to dear 
mamma. Dear Jesus, please hear me, though I am 
a wicked, sinfiil child, and make us live very happily 
together on earth; and when Thou seest fit, grant 
that we may meet at Thy great white throne, where 
all is peace and love, and join dear papa in singing, 
* Glory, glory, glory T" After this prayer, she fell 
into a sweet sleep. 

But Bertie did not sleep well that night, for his 
conscience troubled him. Early m moTN!S\%V^ 
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went to ask his sister's pardon. Alas ! Minnie was 
dead, "Oh, mamma, mamma," cried Bertie, "will 
she never speak to me again 1 Shall I never^ never 
see her morel" 

"I trust so, my boy; dear Minnie is only gone 
before ; will you not try to walk in her footsteps 1" 

"Oh, I can never go to her, mamma; I am a 
naughty, wicked, selfish boy, and she was so good 
and gende. Mamma, I would not say good night 
to her last evening." And he hid his face on his 
mother's shoulder, and cried as if his heart would 
break. Then mother and child knelt down together 
by the cold form of Httle Minnie, and prayed, oh, 
. how earnestly ! that God would help Bertie to govern 
his temper. And soon Bertie found this crown, and 
he grew up to be a good and great man. But never 
could he think of his last words to his little sister 
without reproaching himself bitterly. 

Now, remember, dear children, whenever you are 
tempted to be angry, that you may say or do that 
which you will mourn over as long as you Hve. Re- 
member that to lose your temper is to throw away 
your crown ; but that to be mild, and loving, and 
forgiving, as Jesus was, is to be a true king or 
queen. 

I 
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II. Another crown is Wisdom, What does Kling 
Solomon say about wisdom % " She shall give to thine 
head an ornament of grace : a crcnvn of glory shall she 
deliver unto thee." 

"A orown of glory ! " What little head would not 
love to wear it? But this is a crown that is worn 
inside the head — ^not on the outside ; and its bright 
jewels are knowledge, prudence, and humility. See 
that poor boy who wcWks hard all day at making 
shoes. In front of him is fastened a book, and while 
his fingers toil so swiftly for his daily bread, his mind 
toils in patient study; and all the time the things 
Which he learns are weaving themselves together into 
a bright crown of wisdom, that shines in everything 
that he says and does. The people see it and admire 
it, and ask him to govern their affairs, and the little 
studious shoemaker becomes the great Roger Sher- 
many of whom many of you have heard or read. Only 
think of it, dear children ; when you love to stay from 
S(^ool, or to neglect your lesson, you are throwing 
away the precious crown of wisdom, without which 
you never can become truly great or honoured in this 
world. 

But is this the whole of the crown that I am now 
speaking of 9 No ; it has a stiW tn^Xfcx 
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Solomon says again, " The fear of the Lord is the be- 
ginning of wisdom." It is a great thing to have the 
mind filled with all other kinds of knowledge ; but the 
best crown of all is to know, and love, and serve God. 
For this reason, no other book can make you so wise 
as the Bible can make you. Read it every morning 
and night, study it, pray over it, saying, "O Lord, 
open thou mine eyes, that I may behold wondrous 
things out of thy law!*' If you do this, you shall 
behold things wonderfiil indeed — crowns, thrones, 
^zAtvcL^—for you. And then God will take the pure 
crown of piety and place it upon your heart, and 
make you as happy as any king can be. For it is the 
voice of heavenly wisdom, waiting to crown you, that 
says, " I love them that love me, and they that seek 
me early shall find me." 

III. Another crown is Obedience to God, But I 
hear you say, Elings are masters, and not servants. 
Still, it is a more glorious thing to obey God than it 
would be to govern all mankind : for at the day of 
judgment Christ will say to all those who have served 
Him here, "Well done, thou good and faithfiil ser- 
vant j thou hast been faithfiil over a few things, I will 
make thee ruler aver many thit^ ; enter thou into the 
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joy of thy Lord." But before we can reach that joy, 
we must humbly bow our heads, and let the King put 
upon them this crown of obedience to Him. I sup- 
pose some children think that this is more like a chain 
or fetter than Hke the crown of a king : it comes so 
hard to obey God in all things. But this is only be- 
cause they have not learned to love God ; for to His 
friends and children His "yoke is easy," and His 
" burden is light" 

Let us learn a lesson about this from the angels. 
They obey God alwajrs, and do you think that they 
are unhappy 1 A Sunday-school teacher, who was 
talking with his class about that part of the Lord's 
Prayer which says, "Thy will be done on earth as it 
is in heaven," said to them, " You have told me, my 
dear children, what is to be done — ^the * will * of God ; 
and where it is to be done — 'on earth and how it 
is to be done — • as it is done in heaven.' Now, how 
do you think that the angels and the happy spirits do 
the will of God in heaven % " 

The first child answered, "They do it directly;" 
the second, "They do it diUgently the third, "They 
do it always the fourth, "They do it with all their 
heart;" the fifth, "They do it all together." Here there 
was a little pause, and no other child ap^^^^^ x^Vw^ 
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an answer, but after some time a little girl, who had 
been thinking deeply, said, " Why, sir, they do it with- 
out asking any questions P 

And she was right ; for this is the true way to mind 
what God says, without asking "whyl" or "whenl" 
or saying, " I don't want to do it now." If you woidd 
be happy as an angel, then, just as soon as you know 
what God commands, you, do it^ no matter what may 
happen. 

While I am writing these words, there is a great 
general at Washington, who has. the command of all 
the soldiers in this country. When he was a boy, his, 
wicked father often made him work in the harvest 
field on Sunday. But Henry knew when he did ao 
that he was disobeying God. At last he could stand 
it no longer; and one Sunday, after he had been 
working about an hour, he retiuned home and told 
his father that he could not do so wicked a thing as 
to work on Sunday, and he should not do it any 
more. His father became very angry, ^d drove him 
from the house ; and the brave boy wha had dared to 
lose his home for the sake of obeying God, went out 
into the wide world with nothing but his Uttle bundle 
of clothing. But God takes good care of those who 
serve Him,. and He did not let Henry suffer. He 
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grew up to be a good, and wise, and brave man, and 
now the people everywhere love to honour him. But 
none of his honours can shine more brightly than 
this one of obedience to God, which the grace of his 
heavenly Father put upon him when he was fifteen 
years old. 

Who of you, dear children, will have this crown? 
It may seem hard to get, but oh, it is well worth the 
winning. 

IV. Another crown, beautifiil and bright as if it 
had come straight down from heaven, is that of Love. 
It has come down from heaven : and oh, how sweetly 
it shines when God sets it on the forehead of a child. 
It is not, as you may suppose, an invisible crown, for 
it seems to let out its soft Hght from the heart through 
all its little windows. It sparkles in the eyes; it 
glistens in the smile ; it beams in the actions ; and it 
makes the homeliest face radiant as the face of an 
angeL It lights up the most dreary home, and 
makes it beautiful and pleasant j * and if this crown 
were to be taken away from the hearts that wear it, 
this world would be a great deal darker than it is. 

This crown has two great jewels, that are brighter 
than the most famous diamonds ever "wom\yj>KX!cs%^\. 
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queen. These are Lave to God and Lave to one an- 
other. 

Nothing can be more precious than lave to Gad 
and Christ Does it seem hard to love God, whom 
you cannot see % Let me tell you how you may do 
this. A little girl was once talking with her mother 
about those kind words of Jesus, " Suffer little chil- 
dren to come unto me and she asked, " Does 
* come unto me ' mean dying, mamma 

" Don't you love and think a great deal about your 
papa, when he is away?" asked her mother. 

" Yes, mamma ; I feel full of papa sometimes," an- 
swered Jessie, " I love him so dearly." 

" It is not necessary to see and be with him to love 
him?" 

" No, mamma, for he is in my heart really," said 
the little girL 

"That is what the Lord Jesus means when He 
asks you to come to Him. It is not to go where He 
is, in body, but it is to love Him, have your heart fuh 
of Him, that makes Him near to you, and you near 
to Him. And it is so sweet to come to Him, for He 
forgives our sins, and takes away our naughty wilful- 
ness, and helps us to correct our faults, and makes us 
love to do right, and love each other and everybody." 
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Then I want to come to Jesus ; / wasrit quite 
ready to leave you and papaj^ whispered the child. 

Now, this is just what God wants you to do, to feel 
full of your heavenly Father, and let him have so 
much room in your heart that you will love Him 
more dearly than any tongue can tell. If you have 
this love, you will be king indeed \ for God will love 
you, and bless you, and give you the kingdom. 

.What is the other jewel in this crown of love ? It is 
shewn to us in those words of John, " Little children, 
love one another^ Once a dear little girl was asked, 
" What makes everybody love you so much 1 " "I 
don't know," said she, "unless it is because I love 
everybody." Was it not a beautiful and true answer 1 
So, let your hearts be brimful of love to everybody, 
and you will be surprised to find how the glory of this 
crown-jewel will shine out upon every one who comes 
near to you, and will make them all your friends. 
Then you will do good to others, and they will do 
good to you j and this love to God and one another 
will make a Httle heaven wherever you go. 

V. I must tell you of one more crown : and it is as 
bright as all the others melted into one can make it — 
" the crown of glory that fadeth not away" 

B 
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No earthly eye has seen it: for it is so dazzling 
that these eyes would be blinded by the sight No 
mind of man has dreamed of its wondrous glories : 
for it is grander and more beautiful than these minds 
can bear to think of I could describe to you the 
crown worn by the Queen of England, or by the 
Emperor of France \ but no words can tell you the 
splendour of that crown which many a child is now 
wearing in heaven. I can only say that it is a crown 
of Vktoty; for they to whom it is given have con- 
quered sin and Satan and the grave. It is a crown 
of Idfe; for they who wear it shall never die any 
mote. It is a crown of Righteousness; for it shews 
that all guilt has been was^ied from the heart by the 
blood of Jesais. And it is a crown of Glofy — but 
what do you or I know about tlte gloiy that **ska3ie 
mwtlgd?'' We mast wait for the hand of death to 
uncover it to Yet sometimes the glcrp^ seems to 
shine just a little across the dark vaDey. 

A few years ago the lai^ factories in the dty of 
Lawrence, Massadmsetts, fell to the ground, and a 
great many poor women and children were buried 
under them. Among these were three little Insii 
girls, who had learned some of the sweet hyaoB 
which they had heard at the Sabbath-school, and had 
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also taught them to their little friends. They lay 
under the fallen timbers, unable to move, when sud- 
denly a fire broke out near them, and they knew that 
they would be burned to death before any help could 
come. What did they do? They commenced sing- 
it^ with all their might, — 

'* I want to be an angel, and with the angels stand, 
A crown upon my forehead, a harp within my hand/* 

Sweetly their voices rose above the crackling of the 
flames, as they sung through all the hymn, and then 
they were heard again singing joyfully, — 

" We *re going home to glory," 

until their voices were silenced by death. No, not 
silenced, for as their spirits went up in that chariot of 
fire to heaven, and bowed before tlie throne to receive 
their crowns of glory, although those on earth could 
no longer hear them, the angels heard them singing 
" the song of Moses and the Lamb." 

Now, dear children, who wants a crown f I think 
I hear many little voices answering, " I " and " I " 
and " I." Well, are you ready to begin to win them ? 
Josiah began to reign in Jerusalem when he was eight 
years old ; but you, though you may be ever so young, 
may begin to-day to wear the crowns oi s^^i-^ONOTSK^K^x^ 
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of wisdom, of obedience, of love, and may wear at last 
in the New Jerusalem the crown of Hfe and of glory. 
But to win these crowns, you must do as Josiah did. 
" While he was yet young, he began to seek after God." 
Then seek Him now, with all your hearts, for He says, 
" They that seek me early shall find me." 



II. 



He shall feed his flock like a shepherd : he shall gather the lambs with 
his arms, and carry them in his bosom."— Isa. xl. ii. 



"Great Shepherd of the sheep, 
Who all Thy flock doth keep. 

Leading by waters calm, 
Do Thou my footsteps guide 
To follow by Thy side : 
Make me Thy little lamb. 

" I fear I may be torn 
By many a sharp set thorn 

As far from Thee I stray; 
My weary feet may bleed. 
For rough are paths which lead 

Out of Thy pleasant way. 

" But when the road is long. 
Thy tender arm and strong 

The weary one will bear ; 
And thou wilt wash me clean, 
And lead to pastures green. 

Where all the flowers are fair,— 

"Till, from the soil of sin 
Cleansed and made pure within. 

Dear Saviour, whose I am. 
Thou bringest me in love 
To Thy sweet fold above, 
A little snow-white lamb." 




11. 

THE SHEPHERD. 

I LATELY saw a very beautiful sight — a flock of sheep 
fed by their shepherd. And I did not go to the fields 
or the hills to see it : it was in God's house — ^in those 
very seats where you so often sit. Oh, how delightful 
it was ! They came there tired, and hungry, and 
thirsty, and the shepherd spread for them a glorious 
feast, and while their mouths fed upon the bread and 
wine, their faith (which might be called the sottTs 
mouth) fed upon the body and blood of Jesus — that, 
is, received Him to their hearts as their own crucified 
Saviour ; and they went away satisfied and refireshed. 
And I thank God that there were some dear lambs of 
the flock tiiere too, and that the great heavenly 
Shepherd fed them as well as the sheep at His table. 
But now it is the lamb^ turn; 2Ji4 1 "^aax 
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while I talk with you, the great Shepherd will feed 
your souls with sweet, precious truths, yes, with angels' 
food, and take you in His strong arms of love, and 
press you so close to His great, kind heart, that you 
will be able to understand what the prophet Isaiah 
means -in this beautiful verse. As you look at it in 
your Bibles, and try to find out what it means, you 
will be likely to ask three questions about it : 

I. IVho is the Shepherd here spoken of ? 
II. Who are the lambs ? 
III. What is meant by the Shepherd's gathering the 
lambs with His arm and carrying them in His bosom f 
I hope you will all listen while I try to answer these 
three questions. 

I. First, then. Who is the Shepherd? 

A great many years before this verse was written, a 
boy, whose parents lived in Bethlehem in Judea, was 
sent by his father to tend his flocks of sheep in the 
pasture. He soon came to love the sheep, and to 
love the lambs as they frisked and played about him, 
and ate the tender grass out of his hand ; and as he 
grew up to be a yoimg man,' he took great care of 
them, kept them from wandering away or being killed 
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by wild beasts, and loved to find out the greenest 
pastures, and the purest, stillest waters for them, and 
was in every way a good, kind shepherd. But God 
called him away from his flocks, and made him a king. 
Yet David did not forget how he had tended the 
flocks, and he thought to himself. Just as I was to my 
sheep, so the Lord is to me. And then he wrote and 
sang that sweet Psalm, " The Lord is my Shepherd; I 
shall not want He maketh me to lie down in green 
pastures : he leadeth me beside the still waters." 

A long time after this, God looked down and saw 
that His people were straying away from Him, and 
He said, " I will both search my sheep and seek them 
out .... And I will set up one shepherd overthem^ 
and he shall feed them." And then again, God said 
through the prophet Zechariah, "Awake, O sword, 
against my shepherd : . . . . smite the shepherd^ and 
the sheep shall be scattered." What? does David 
say that the Lord is his Shepherd, and then another 
say that He is to be smitten^ killed ? What does this 
mean 1 Now, if you will turn to the book of John, 
you will find out ; for there you will here Christ say, 

" I am the good Shepherd The good Shepherd 

layeth down his life for the sheep." And because 
Jesus is God, and yet was cruci&ed foi xaaxi^^^^^^i^ 
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see that David was right, and Zechariah was right too, 
and that they both pointed, just as Isaiah points in 
our text, to the Lord Jesus Christ; and, therefore, that 
He is the good Shepherd who feeds the flock, and 
takes such tender care of the Uttle lambs. So your 
first question is answered. 

II. Your second question is. Who are the lambs ^ 
Let me answer this by teUing you a short story. 
There was a little girl whose name was Anna, who 
was called a good girl, and was very much loved. 
She tried always to please her parents, and to be kind 
to those about her, and always remembered her prayers 
morning and night But Anna had not yet given 
her heart to the Saviour, though her mother often told 
her of Jesus, and hoped and prayed that she might 
early learn to love Him. One day she brought home 
from the Sabbath-school a book called " The Lambs 
of Christ's FlocL" At this time Anna was seven years 
old. 

As her mother read it to her she seemed to swallow 
every word of it, and would often ask, " Am I a lamb 
of Chrisfs flock and as her mother read on, she 
would ask again and again, the scalding tears rolling 
down her face, "Am I a lamb of Christ's flock, 
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mother?" Her mother told her she hoped that she 
would become one, but this did not satisfy her. " Am 
I one now?" she asked. 

"Ani^" said her mother, "your heart is full of 
sin; you must give your sinful heart to God, and 
ask Him for Christ's sake to wash it from its sin.'^ 

" How shall I give my heart to God 1 Do please 
tell me how to give my heart to Him ; I would give 
my heart to Him, if I only knew how," said Anna. 

"Give it to Jesus, just as it is, dear child ; tell Him 
it is wicked and full of sin, and ask Him to cleanse it 
in His own precious blood." 

* But I am so wicked," said the child, " I am afraid 
Jesui will not receive me." 

" dhrist Jesus came into the world to save sinners, 
to saVe you, my child,'' said her mother ; " you must 
give up all to Him" 

So several days passed away before little Anna 
found any peace ; but every day she wept and prayed. 
She wanted, oh, so much, to be a lamb of Chrisfs 
flock. 

One afternoon Anna came to her aunt ; the tears 
were all gone, and her eyes were beaming with joy. 
"Aunty," she said, "I feel so happy," Her aunt 
asked her what made her feel happy, 
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she answered, " It is God, aunty. He has given me 
a new heart, and I can trust Him now." Every night 
when she went to rest the tears would fill her eyes, as 
she said, " Oh, mother, I am afi^d I have done some- 
thing wrong to-day." She was afraid to sin even in 
thought, and tried in all things to please Jesus, for 
she felt that now she was His own dear lamb. 

Yes, the children who love the Saviour are Christ's 
lambs. The Church is His great flock that He is all 
the time tending ; and like every other flock, it has its 
little ones who belong to the same Shepherd, and need 
His tender care. 

And they are not only called lambs because they 
are young and small, but because they are weak and 
ignorant. What can be more helpless than a little 
lamb when any danger is near, without its shepherd 1 
If a wolf or a bear break into the fold, it cannot resist 
him or run away from him, but must be devoured. 
It is the same with you, dear children ; you are weak, 
and there are many dangers all arotmd you, and what 
can you do without Jesus? Why, the strongest sheep 
in all the flock can do nothing without Him, and how 
can the feeble lambs f 

And suppose the lamb gets lost, and strays away 
among the mountains ] canitfind the way back o/STH^f 
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Oh, no ; it is ignorant and foolish \ and if the shepherd 
does not go after it and bring it back, it will be sure 
to perish. Now, how is it with these human lambs % 
Isaiah says, " All we like sheep have gone astray f 
and you know that wherever the sheep go, the lambs 
are sure to follow. David says that we go astray as 
soon as we are horn. By this he means that even 
young children are wicked and sinful ; that they go 
away from God, away from their Shepherd, away from 
the pleasant pasture-grounds of sweet, heavenly truth, 
away into paths of sin, and danger, and death, and, 
like the lamb lost in the mountains, you cannot find 
the way back alone. If the Shepherd Jesus does not 
seek you out, and take you in His arms, then you 
will never reach the sweet fields of heaven, where the 
Saviour leads His flock to Hving foimtains of water. 
But Christ has come " to seek and to save that which 
was lost and when he hears a child praying earnestly 
to Him for help, and confessing its wickedness, it is 
like the lamb bleating for its shepherd, and he takes 
it up in His arms, and folds it to His bosom, and then 
that child is Chrisfs lamb^ and does not wander any 
more. 

But there is another thing in which good children 
are like lambs. Did you evei se^ ^, \^ss^ quarrel or 
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fight ? No ; how gentle, and kind, and loving they 
ar-e ! If they could speak, I am sure they would not 
utter an angry word. And this is one reason why 
Jesus is called the Lamb of God, because He is so 
meek and forgiving. When you read the story of His 
death, does it not make you think of what the prophet 
said, " He is brought as a lamb to the slaughter, and 
as a sheep before her shearers is dumb, so he openeth 
not his mouth 1" Now, as it was with Him, God's 
Zamd, so it should be with those children who are 
Chris fs lambs. But I have seen boys and girls who 
were more like wolves and tigers ; so quarrelsome and 
fretfiil that they make themselves and all around th6m 
miserable. 

And how obedient the lamb is ! how it follows the 
good shepherd wherever he leads it ; for it knows his 
voice. So Christ's lambs will follow and obey Him, 
and they are never so happy as when they are close 
by His side or in His arms. 

III. I have answered your second question. Who 
are the lambs ? — and there is only one question left, 
Wliat is meafit by flu Shepherd's gathering them with 
His arm, and carrying tJiem in His bosom ? 

One tinng that it means is, that He will protea 
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them from all danger. One day when David was tend- 
ing his flock in a place near the woods, suddenly there 
came a great lion, and seized a lamb in his teeth, and 
ran off with it ; and I suppose that in a very few 
minutes he would have eaten it up. What did David 
do ) He started after the lion and smote liim, and 
. caught the lamb out of his mouth. And then the Hon, 
who was very angry, sprang with all his might upon 
David. But David was strong, and the Lord was with 
Mm, and he caught the lion by the mane with one 
hand, and with the other he killed him with his spear, 
and then carried the lamb back safe and sound to the 
pasture. Was not that a brave and noble deed ] 

Now, suppose that this minute just such a great, 
fierce lion should come and seize one of these dear 
lambs, and carr}' it off to eat — ^how frightened we all 
should be ! But tliere is one who is worse than a 
licMi, and stronger than any of the wild beasts you have 
ever seen at tlie menagerie. You cannot see him, 
nor hear him roar, but he wants to seize you, and take 
you away to his awful den, and devour you. I mean 
that terrible being, who, tlie Bible says, "goeth about 
as a roaring lion, sefeking whom he may devour." It 
is Satan, who wants to destroy us all, and will do it 
too, if God don't prevent him. 1 am ^oirj \o ^ ^^k^ 
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there are some who seem hardly to know or care 
whether he has them or not. Just as a man in Africa, 
Dr Livingstone, was once overtaken by a lion, who 
threw him down, and he said that, somehow, while 
the lion's great paw was upon him, he lost all fear, and 
hardly cared whether he was eaten alive or not: But 
presently the lion was shot by another man, and he 
was glad enough to escape. So I sometimes think 
that when this great destroyer has his paw upon the 
breast of a man or child, they, somehow or other, 
though it seems very strange, do not think of their 
danger. 

But will Christ let him seize and carry off one of 
His lambs ? Oh, no ; He will do as David did : He 
will snatch away the dear child, even if it is already 
in Satan's mouth, and take it up, all weak and trem- 
bling as it is, and let it rest upon His bosom, where 
no beast of prey can ever harm it For Christ has 
fought with Satan and conquered him. He has done 
more for you and me than David did for his lamb, for 
He has laid down His life for us that He might de- 
liver us from all evil 

2. Another thing that Christ does for His lambs is 
to feed them. 

Once there was a miser, (a hard-hearted, cruel man, 
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who had a great deal of money, but who had not 
learned how to enjoy it by making other people 
happy,) who was overtaken by a violent storm of 
snow and wind, and he stopped at the door of a 
miserable little cottage that he owned, for shelter. 
But he did not go in; and while he stood there, he 
heard two children talking together. 

" I am hungry, Nettie," said one of them. 

" So am I," said the other ; " I Ve been looking for 
some potato parings, and I can't find any." 

"What an awful storm!" said the first one. 

" Yes," said Nettie, " the old tree is blown down ; 
I think God took care it didn't fall on the house ; if 
it had, it would have killed us." 

"And if He did that, couldn't He send us 
bread r 

" I 'm sure He could. Let us pray * Our Father,' 
and when we come to that part about breads stop till 
we get some.*' 

So they began, and the miser, shivering outside, 
listened. When they said, " Give us this day our 
daily bread," and stopped, expecting, in their childish 
faith, that the bread would come, a kind feeling stole 
into his mind, and his heart was touched and softened. 
He had bought a loaf at the vil\2cge^ 
c 
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the door very softly, and threw it in, and then listened 
to the children's cry of delight. 

" It dropped right from heaven ; didn't it V said the 
younger. 

" Yes," said Nettie ; " I shall love God for ever, He 
is so good ! He has given us bread because we asked 
Him." 

" We '11 ask Him every day, won't we % Why, I never 
thought God was so good, did you ?" 

" Yes, I always thought so," was Nettie's answer ; 
" but / never quite knew it beforeP 

The storm passed, and the miser went home a better 
ai\d. happier man ; and when, a few weeks afterwards, 
he died, he gave the little cottage and garden to the 
father of these praying children. And the little chil- 
dren ever after felt a sweet and solemn feeling when 
in their prayers they came to those words, " Give us 
this day our daily bread,^^ 

But Christ's Iambs have souls to be fed as well as 
bodies. You remember the story of Peter who denied 
his Lord, and was afterwards very sorry for it. One 
day Jesus said to him, "Lovest thou me?" "Yea, 
Lord," he said, "thou knowest that I love thee." 
Then Jesus said to him, Feed my lambs, What did 
He mean by this? Why, that Peter, and all Christ's 
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ministers, and all who love Christ, should feed the 
souis of the dear children — that is, teach them about 
God and heaven. And how can we feed them % Why, 
out of the Bible; for the Bible was made for the 
children as well as for the fathers and mothers. And 
this is what your teachers are doing in the Sabbath- 
school, and your mothers at home, and what your 
pastor is doing when he preaches to you. Do you 
know that the word pastor means " shepherd ? " That 
is, the minister is a kind of under-shepherd, feeding 
and tending the sheep and the lambs for Christ. And 
so the Church is your pasture-ground, and the Sabbath- 
school is your pasture-ground, where the Good Shep- 
herd feeds you. But oh, remember that if the lamb 
does not eat the tender grass, it will do him no good, 
but he will grow lean and poor, and then die. So 
you must receive all this sweet truth of the Bible 
(David calls it "sweeter than honey,") into your 
minds and hearts, must learn it, and often think of it, 
and never forget it, ox your souis will starve and die. 

3. Another thing that the Lord Jesus does with His 
lambs is to take them in His arms to heaven when they 
die. How beautiful those words of David are, in the 
23d Psalm, where, after speaking of the " green pas- 
tures" and "still waters," he says, "Yea, though I 
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walk through the valley of the shadow of deaths I will 
fear no evil, for thou art with me : thy rod and thy 
staff they comfort me ! " 

Do you know, dear children, that you must all pass 
through that valley? I look forward, and see you 
lying upon beds of sickness ; the roses fading out of 
your cheeks, and the eyes that now sparkle so brightly 
growing dull and heavy, and your voices that now sing 
so sweetly becoming silent. And then, though the sun 
may shine, and the flowers bloom as brightly as ever, 
you will not see them, nor see the faces of your 
parents, brothers, and sisters. But I know, and you 
know, that many little feet enter the valley. Oh, how 
sad it would be for any of these dear children to have 
to pass through it alone^ with no Shepherd to uphold 
and comfort them ! 

But Jesus does not leave His lambs to go through 
the valley alone ; for while He leads the sheep with 
His rod and staff. He takes the weak httle lambs 
right up in His arms, and presses them close up to 
His great, warm, loving heart, and keeps them there 
till they are safe out of the dark, in the sweet light of 
heaven, where " everlasting spring abides, and never- 
withering flowers." And what a happy thing it is not 
to be afraid to die, but to say to 3esus, " / will fear 
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no evilyfor Thou art with me!'' Now if you will give 
your hearts to Christ, you will be able to say this. 

There was once a class of little girls, about four 
years old, in a Sabbath-school, who learned for their 
lesson the 23d Psalm, "The Lord is my Shepherd/' 
A little girl, who was much younger than they, and 
could not speak plain, heard some of them repeat it 
at home, and thought that she must learn it too. So 
they said it over to her till she knew it all by heart ; 
and she loved it so much that she could hardly think 
or speak of anything else all that day. When her 
mamma came home, she repeated it to her, and said, 
" Mamma, do you know about the Httle lambs when 
they go through the valley 1 it is all dark, and the 
Shepherd takes them up in His arms and carries 
them." In a Httle while she gave all her heart to 
Jesus, and felt that she was one of His lambs, and 
that she loved her Shepherd, and the Shepherd loved 
her. One day she said, " Jesus died for us, and we 
ought to love Him ; and we do love Him, don't we, 
mamma r' And she would often throw her arms 
around her mother's neck, and say, "Now, tell me 
about Jesus ! " One day her mother heard her saying 
earnestly, "Go away! go away!" and asked her 
to whom she was talking. " I was ld3ffia%?>^Xax\.\Si 
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away," said she ; " and I told Jesus, my Shepherd, to 
come to me." 

After two short years from the time she had learned 
the little psalm, Clara passed through the dark valley. 
Was she afraid ] No ; she feared no evil, but with a 
happy smile kissed her father and mother " good-bye," 
and her spirit sprung into the arms of Jesus, and 
nestled lovingly upon His bosom. And although 
many tears fell over that cold little form, her parents 
knew that her soul was safe through the valley, and 
that they should m^et Clara again upon the other 
side. Yes, — 

"The pearly gates were open'd. 
And glowing seraphs smiled, 
And with their tuneful harp-strings 
Welcomed the little child. 

•* They shouted, * High and Holy! 3 
A child has enter'd in ! 
And now from all temptation 
A soul is seal'd from sin.' 

" They led her through the golden streets. 
On toward the King of kings. 
While the glory fell upon her 
From the rustling of their wings. 

"The Saviour smiled upon her 
As none on earth had smiled. 
And heaven's great glory shut around 
The little carth-bom child. 
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" On earth they miss'd the little one, 
They sigh'd and wept and sigh'd, 
And wonder'd if another such 
As theirs had ever died. 

" Oh, had they seen through those high gates 
The welcome to her given, 
They never would have wish'd their child 
Back froxp her home in heaven I 

Dear children, will you not become the lambs of 
Christ, that He may protect, and feed, and comfort 
you while you live, and make you happy with Him 
for ever ] Oh, how glad Jesus would be to take you 
up in His arms and bless you ! Hark ! do you hear 
that voice 1 Listen a moment with the ear of your 
heart. Is not some one calling you? Don't you 
hear Jesus saying, "Suffer little children to come 
unto me, and forbid them not, for of such is the 
kingdom of heaven f — " I love them that love me, 
and they that seek me early shall find me 1" // is 
the Good Shepherd^ asking you to become His lambs ! 
Why don't you fall right into His arms, and sing, 
" The Lord is my Shepherd T 

In the Gospel by Luke, Jesus tells us a beautiful 
parable about a man who had a hundred sheep, and 
one of them strayed away, and was lost What did 
he do ? leave it to die 1 No ; he left all tha t^sX. ^1 
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the flock, and hastened over the hills, and through 
the valleys, until at last he found it, and put it on his 
shoulders, and carried it all the way back. Then he 
called his neighbours and Mends together, and said 
to them, "Rejoice with me, for I have found my 
sheep which was lost" Now, Jesus explains this 
parable by saying, that in the same way " there is joy 
in heaven over one sinner that repenteth." 

So, when one of these children becomes Christ's 
lamb, the Lord Jesus says to His holy angels, " Re- 
joice with me, for I have found my lamb which was 
lost!" and then they all strike their golden harps, 
and sing together, oh, how sweetly! over the glad 
news that a child has given its heart to God. 

Oh, that they and we could have such glad news to 
sing over now! And shall we not! 



III. 

%1jt CrotoneH jflocfi* 



Fear not, little flock, for it is your Father's good pleasure to give 
the kingdom."— LuKB xii. aa. 



" A little flock I So calls He thee 
Who bought thee with His blood : 
A little flock, disowned of men, 
But own'd and loved by God. 

" But the chief Shepherd comes at length ; 
Thy feeble days are o'er ; 
No more a handful in the earth, 
A little flock no more. 

" No more a lily among thorns. 
Weary, and faint, and few. 
But countless as the stars of heaven. 
Or as the early dew. 

** Unfading palms they bear aloft ; 
Unfaltering songs they sing ; 
Unending festival they keep 
In presence of their King." 



III. 



THE CROWNED FLOCK. 

In a great wild desert, which is full of howling beasts, 
there lives a little flock of sheep and lambs. They 
often tremble for fear that they will be torn in pieces 
by the fierce lions and tigers that roar angrily around 
them, and glare on them from their dens ; but they 
press close up to the Shepherd's side, and are safe 
from harm. And, strange enough, these sheep and 
lambs are all princes; for their Shepherd is also a 
King, and He has a crown and a kingdom for every 
one of them. How wonderful ! Who ever heard of 
such a thing as sheep and lambs wearing croivns ? 

Now, you will understand what I have said, when 
I tell you that the great desert is this world, and the 
wild beasts are Satan and wicked men, and the little 
flock are those who love Jesus Christ, and their 
kingdom is heaven. So that our text meassSkV^^X.*^^ 
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— that although Chrisfs friends are very few, and 
small, and weak, and there is a great deal to make 
them afraid, yet they must not fear, because their hea- 
venly Father will be sure to give them the kingdom. 

Although these words were spoken by Jesus to ail 
His disciples, whether old or yoimg, I remember, as 
I look at them, that He once took children in His 
arms, and said, " Of such is the kingdom of heaven;" 
and I know, from that sweet saying, that He means 
this message just as much for the lambs as for the 
sheep. And so I think I now hear His kind voice 
saying to you who are His friends, " Fear not, little 
flock, for it is your Father's good pleasure to give you 
the kingdom." 

Those children that love the Saviour are a " little 
flock" of Jesus. They are not only small and weak 
and tender, but are also little in numbers as well as in 
size. Although there are a great many children in 
the world, how few there are who love and obey God ! 
I wonder how many of the dear children who read 
these pages can say, from the hearty " The Lord is my 
Shepherd." Only a very few, I fear, though I wish 
that you all could do so ; for none are so happy as 
the little flock of Christ As I have already shewn 
jrou, they have many pleasures and comforts here : 
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but the best of all is this — ^that they are to be crowned 
with such glory hereafter. 

I. As we now listen together to the Shepherd's 
kind voice, let us look, first of all, at the precious gift 
of the Father which He here tells us of—" It is your 
Fathers good pleasure to give you the kingdom'' 

You see that Christ does not here say, "df king- 
dom," nor tell what kind of a kingdom it is, nor where 
it is ; but says, " the kingdom,'' as if there were only 
one worth having, and as if His disciples knew all 
about it already. What, then, cai^ it be, and where 
is it to be found 1 

You will not find- it on the map of this world. 
You will see there the kingdoms of Great Britain, 
and Spain, and Italy, and the empires of France, and 
Austria, and Russia ; but the kingdom of Christ's little 
flock is greater and more glorious than all those of 
this world would be if they were put together. For it 
is the kingdom of heaven, where the Lord Jesus Christ 
has His splendid throne at the right hand of God the 
Father, and where all Christ's fiiends shall live and 
reign for ever. The Bible tells us much about that 
land of beauty and of glory ; how every one who is 
there is crowned with a golden ctovm, ^xA^^'s* ^^"^ 
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golden harp, and sings the song of Moses and the 
Lamb ; how they are all clothed in white robes, and 
carry palms of victory — ^just as the children in Jeru- 
salem waved the branches of the palm-trees when 
they sang, " Hosanna to the Son of David !" — how the 
streets are of pure gold, and the walls of precious 
stones, and the gates of pearl ; how there are no 
tears there, no pain, no darkness, no sin, no death ; 
and how the bright, beautiful angels, with their shin- 
ing wings, and their sweet voices, make every heart 
glad, and fill the soft air with their music. It is the 
" Father's house,'' where there are " many mansions," 
and where Jesus has gone to " prepare a place " for 
all who love Him, and where He is leading, step by 
step, all His " little flock." Oh, 

" Beautiful Zion, built above 1 
Beautiful city that I love 1 
Beautiful gates of pearly white ! 
Beautiful temple— God its light ! " 

" There shall my eyes the Saviour see— 
Haste to this heavenly home with me ! " 

Do you remember when, within a few years, the 
Prince of Wales came across the ocean to visit this 
country 1 A great many people rushed to see him 
and the newspapers were full of what he said an* 
did, and it seemed as if men cowld tVvmk atvd talk * 
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nothing e\ne, And why wam nil thiwl IIccaiimc he \n 
th« i9on of a Queen, and, if he livcM, will mmc day 
have a klfif(d(fm, Hut the pcoiilc need not have gone 
no far to ftce a prince. If they hail looked at the 
little flock in the HahlMth school, nt church, they 
could have »cen the prhuts of hmvepi^ the children 
of the greatest of all kingM, whoNc hcadM Mhall wear 
brighter crownn, and who »hall nit oti more ^l^'riouM 
thronen than were ever dreamed of iti thlM world. 
Ifut they are only a "////^ llock/' and the worl<l doc» 
not »ce what the angclw »»ee, that their heavenly 
father Im holding out a rich crown over their headfi. 
The world df)efi not cr(md to hiok at you, and feaftt 
you, and get up grand proceMionN tf> hfmour you, oh 
child of the kingdom I hut never mind Clirifit May^, 

Ye are not of the world, even m I am not of the 
world," and, "Kear not, little flock, for it i« your 
Kather'n good pleamirc to give you the kingdom." 
And HO, although a child may he ever mo poor, and 
ragged, and dcMpificd, and \\\% heart ready to break in 
thill cold, hard world, if he only \% one of the *Mlock," 
hill feet Mhall yet enter the pearly gatcn and tread the 
golden MtreetN on high, and hiiv heart be fdled with all 
the rich Joy» of heaven. 

" Well, 1 don't know a» t wtv<* Vv>x 
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said a poor little girl one day, when she thought she 
was alone by the roadside. She had a miserable, 
drunken mother, and her brother, who should have 
been kind to her, was very ugly and cruel And the 
tears trickled down, like an April shower, under her 
little sun-bonnet that she tried to pull over her &ce 
to hide them. The birds were singing about her, and 
the sun shining, and the little brook running over tlie 
stones, and the flowers giving their sweet perfumer- 
all seemed made for something, excepting her, she 
thought. And she went on sobbing to herself, 
"Mother says I'm always in the way, and always 
good for nothing, and Will scolds me all day ; maybe 
I was not made for anything. I don't see what I was 
put in the world for, then. I wish I never had 
been." And she sat down on a mossy bank by the 
side of the road, and cried as if her heart would break, 
as she said, " The birds, and everything, are made for 
something ; why wasn't I % No, I was not made for 
anything." 

"Yes, little one," said a voice above her, "you 
were made for something. You were made to be an 
angel in heavenJ* 

What voice was thati Was it an angel sent down 
from God to comfort the poor girl? No ; it was a 



"' Yes, little one/ said a voice above her/vouNJwe 
somethm^. Fou were ma^c to be an angel in heavenl "-Page n^. 
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kind lady ; yet one whom God had sent to cheer His 
weeping lamb. The little girl turned her sad face 
toward her and said, " Mother says I was not made 
for an3rthing." "But you are," said the lady; "you 
are made to be a little angel in heaven/' " But where 
is heaven ?" she asked. " Can I go there now?" 

And then the lady told her all about that happy 
place \ and how the blessed Jesus had left His throne 
of glory, and come down upon earth, and took little 
children in His arms and blessed them ; and how He 
died a .cruel death, that they might become little 
angels in heaven. 

Then the little girl dried her tears and smiled, as 
she asked, And can I be a little angel, too % Oh, 
how I should love to be one, and to see Jesus ! " 
The lady told her she could, if she would love Jesus ; 
and she gave her a Bible that told her all about 
heaven, and how she could get there ; and when, after 
that, her cruel mother called her " a good-for-nothing 
thing," and said she was "not made for anything," 
she would say softly to herself, " Yes, I was made to 
be a little angel in heaven;" and when, sometimes, 
she went to bed cold and hungry, she would look up 
to the stars ; she thought they were bright, just like 
heaven, and that perhaps tlie aiigjg^s ^^x^ 
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down upon her, and would some day come and take 
her away, to be an angel, too, in heaven. 

And so you, dear little flock of Jesus, were " made 
for something" — made to be angels, made to wear 
crowns of glory ; and if you love the Lord ^esus, and 
pray to Him, you may always look up beyond the 
stars, and, no matter what may trouble you, may hear 
the Saviour's voice saying to you, " Fear not, little 
flock, for it is your Father's good pleasure to give you 
the kingdom." 

II. But I think I hear one of you saying. How 
shall I get there % It is such a great, and glorious, 
and holy kingdom, and I am so poor, and weak, and 
sinful! Well, let me now shew you, in the second 
place, how, if you love Christ, heaven becomes your 
kingdom. What says our text? "It is your Father's 
good pleasure to give you the kingdom." 

To ^^give" it? Why, then, we have not to buy it, 
or to earn it in any way. If your father makes you a 
present, although it may have cost him ever so much 
money, all you have to do is to reach out your hand 
and take it So heaven is a Father's gift, and Jesus 
Christ is a gift, for " God so loved the world as to 
j^'z^ his onJy-begotten Son, that whosoever believeth 
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oa him might not perish, but have everlasting iife " — 
that is, might have the kingdom of heaven. All the 
riches in the world are not enough to buy one of those 
crowns or harps ; all your good actions could not buy 
it ; nor all your tears^ jalthough you should mourn over 
your sins for ever. But the blood of Christ, which is 
more precious than all worlds, has bought heaven for 
our souls. The good Shepherd has laid down His 
life for the little flock, and for the Shepherd's sake it is 
the Father*s good pleasure to give to that flock " the 
kingdom." All, then, that you have to do is to come, 
with sorrow for sin, and with faith in the Lord Jesus, 
and take the glorious gift If you wait to earn it, you 
must wait for ever. 

Once there was an Indian and a white man, who 
both began to seek after heaven at about the same 
time. The Indian very soon had a good hope of the 
kingdom, but the white man was a l6ng time without 
any hope at all. One day they met, and he said to 
his Indian friend, " How was it that you found com- 
fort so much sooner than I didi" "Oh, brother,'' 
said the Indian, " me tell you. There come along a 
rich king. He say he give you new coat You look 
at your coat and say, * I don't know ; my coat pretty 
good. I think it will do a little "^^^jw 
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offer me new coat I look on my old blanket I say, 
* This good for nothing.' I fling it right away, and 
take the beautiful garment Just so, brother, you 
think you pretty well off; you want to buy heaven 
with your goodness ; but I, poor, Indian, have nothing, 
and so I am glad to take it all as a gift" 

Yes ; we must all come like that poor Indian, 
having nothing — ^must come just as we are, not 
waiting to become^ any better, and let God give us 
the kingdom. 

For you see by my text that He does not give it be- 
cause we are good and holy, but because of His ^^good 
pleasure,* because He thinks best to give it And is 
it not a delightful thought that it is a pleasure to God 
to give away the crowns, and robes, and harps of heaven 
to His poor little flock, and that He is just as happy 
in giving them as we can be in receiving them ? 

III. And ought not this thought, (thirdly,) to take 
away all our fears ? Oh, how comforting are these 
two words of the Shepherd to His little flock, the 
children of the kingdom, ^^FearnotP' 

There are many things in this world that are apt to 
make the lambs of Jesus tremble. There are sorrows 
and trials that almost break the heart; and Satan, 
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like a roaring lion, tries to devour us before we reach 
the kingdom \ and the river of death looks dark and 
frightful, and we sometimes almost fear that we can 
never get to that " shining shore." All this shews 
how true Paul's words were when he said that " we 
must through much tribulation enter into the kingdom 
of God." But do we need to be aftaid 1 No ; for we 
have an Almighty Father, and it is His good pleasure 
to give us the kingdom, and nothing can prevent Him 
from doing His pleasure. 

Then fear not The flock may be ever so " little," 
but God is very great ; and heaven may seem a great 
way off, but yoiu- Shepherd is very near. And the 
way may seem hard and thorny, but Christ will give 
you strength to travel it And when death comes, 
you may look up to the Shepherd, as David did, 
and say, "I will fear no evil, for thou art with 
me." 

A little girl, whose name was Lillie, stood looking 
up to the sky when the sun was setting. The clouds 
were all gold and crimson, such as you have sometimes 
seen, and she said to her mother, " How beautiful ! 
oh, how I should like to be away up there with the 
angels!" The mother looked up and answered, 
" Yes, darling, the clouds are very \i^^\x>5&3^ 
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"But, n^amma," said Lillie, "do you know what 
makes them beautiful ? I do ; it is because the angels 
are in them, and I was just thinking that when I died, 
maybe I would look right down here, mamma, some- 
times, upon you. Say, don't you think I willf' 

And then she said, " Mamma, I want to be .an 
angel \ but I don't want to die, as little Bessie died, 
and be put into the cold ground. You won't let me 
die, and be buried up, will you, mamma?" 

And the mother wept as she answered, " When the 
Saviour calls my little lamb, I shall have to give her 
up. You would be willing to go to Jesus, and never 
be sick any more, wouldn't you, darling?" 

"Yes, mamma, if He would take me right up to the 
beautiful sky ; but oh, mamma, I don't want to be put 
into the ground !" 

The mother kissed her trembling child, and said, 
" Don't you remember the little dark root which you 
saw me plant right here in the spring?" 

" Yes, mamma, I do ; it came up with two lovely 
green leaves, and it grew up into this tall shrub, which 
has so many beautiful flowers upon it." 

" So," said the mother, " we must die and be buried 
up in the cold ground, that our spirits may rise up as 
the Sowers do above the eaith, m \i^\xt^ ^sid purity 
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to heaven. If we do not die, my child, we can never 
go to heaven to live with Christ and the angels." 

The child looked for an instant upon the flowers, 
and then exclaimed, with a bright smile, "O mamma, 
I do not feel afraid now to die and be buried up in 
the ground, because I shall rise up far more beautiful 
than I am now, to live away up in the blue sky with 
Christ and the angels." And when at last her blue 
eyes closed in death, she whispered, " Mamma, I am 
not afraid to be put into the ground, for I am going 
to be ail angeL" 

Ah, it was the Shepherd's kind voice that spoke 
to little Lillie, and said to her secret soul, " Fear not, 
for it is your Fathers good pleasure to give you the 
kingdom." 

. I will close with the story of another of Christ's 
flock who was not afraid to die. He was a poor 
little boy who had to work in the coal-mines for a 
living. One day the gas in the mines took fire, and 
blew up everything around it, and the workmen were 
buried under the great stones that it threw upon them. 
The people at the top went straight to work to find 
their dead bodies, and amdng them th6y found this 
little boy. There was a painted tin box by his side, 
and a rusty nail, and on the box vj^x^ >J5X^^^ ^^^.^'s.^ 
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which he had scratched there with the nail in the 
dark, when he felt himself dying — "Fret not, dear 
mother, for we were singing while we had time, and 
praising God. Mother, follow God more than ever 
I did/' On the other side of the box, he wrote, 
" Johnny, farewell ! Be a good boy to God and thy 
mother/' 

When his mother read those words, she knew that 
her dear boy had not been afraid to die. 

O dear children, Christ can take away this and 
every other fear from every one of you, if you will 
only become the lambs of His little flock ! Will you 
not do so, that we may go on together to the king- 
dom; so that when, at last, "the dead, small and 
great, shall stand before God," we may all, parents 
and children, teachers and scholars, pastor and 
people, hear that voice, " Come, ye children of my 
Father, inherit the kingdom prepared for you from 
the foundation of the world?" 



IV. 

title fetrong (Siiint. 



" Wilt thou not from this time cry unto me, My Father, thou art the 
guide of my youth Jbr. iii. 4. 



*' Take thy stali^ O pilgrim. 
Haste thee on thy way ; 
Let the morrow find thee 
Farther than to-day. 

" If thou seek the city 
Of the Golden Street, 
Pause not on thy pathway, 
Rest not, weary feet. 

** In the heavenly journey 
Press with zeal along : 
Resting will but weary. 
Running make thee strong." 




IV. 

THE STRONG GUIDE. 

Once there was a little boy, only five years old, who 
had disobeyed his mother. After he had gone to bed 
at night, she went softly to his room to talk with him 
about it. But she found that he had been thinking of 
his wicked heart, and felt very sorry for what he had 
done; for, as soon as he saw her coming, he said, 
" Mother, I wish I were in heaven." " Why so, my 
dear boy?" asked his mother. "Because," said he, 
" then I should know that I should go to heaven, and 
now I don't know." 

And has not this thought sometimes crossed your 
minds — ^what a sweet, happy thing it would be to 
know, that when the short journey of life is over, and 
this body dies, my spirit will rest for ever in God's 
beautiful home ? 

Now a voice comes to you fromtVvaX. Votcns. vcv'^'t. 
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skies, and your kind, loving, heavenly Father asks you 
in my text to let Him lead you to the happy land. 
You see He asks you a very solemn question ; and 
it is one that He expects you each one to answer : 
"Wilt thou not from this time cry unto me, My 
Father, thou art the guide of my youth 1" 

I. That I may help you to answer this question, let 
me now shew you, in the first place, how much you all 
need a guide. 

When men are travelling in the far East, over the 
burning sands of the desert, (where there are no rail- 
roads or stage coaches such as we have,) they go in 
canxvanSy that is, a great many of them together. 
Sometimes there will be himdreds of persons, and 
thousands of camels, that stretch out in a long line as 
far as the eye can see. But whether there are many 
or few, they are always sure to have one man going 
before them whom they call the hyheer^ or guide. If 
any company of travellers should think of going over 
the desert without him, they would be as foolish as if 
we were to try to travel in the railroad cars without a 
conductor or engineer ; and they would be almost sure 
to get lost by the way. This guide must be one who 
knows all about the co\inti7 through which they are 
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to pass. He must be able to tell when the dreadful 
simoom, or hot wind, is rising, so that they may be able 
to prepare for it. He must know where the sands are 
most firm, and where they are shifting, so that the men 
and beasts may jiot sink in them. He must know all 
about the wells and springs by the way, where they 
may drink, and not die of thirst ; and where the little 
oases, that is, the grassy resting-spots, are found. And 
he must be a man who knows the tribes of Arabs, and 
can keep them from from robbing the caravan. Every 
one follows and obeys this guide, until he has led them 
safe to the journey's end. 

Now, I see before me a little caravan — a company 
of travellers. And where are you going 1 To eternity. 
Some of these little feet have only begun the journey, 
others have been longer on the way. Now and then 
one has dropped down by your side, and you have 
seen them no more ; they have reached the journey's 
end before you. But just as fast as the minutes fly, 
you are all going on — on to another world. 

And, like the travellers over the desert, do you not 
need a guide ? Oh, yes, for there are many dangers be- 
fore you. There are many wrong paths that do not lead 
to heaven, but lead far away from it ; paths pleasant 
to look upon, but oh, their end \a lavswj ^'t-ai&M.* 
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See that boy who is breaking the holy Sabbath, or who 
is learning to lie, or steal, or swear. He has got into 
the wrong path, because he has no guide. See that 
girl who disobeys her parents, or who forgets to read 
her Bible or pray to God. She is in the wrong path : 
she needs a guide. See that man who is now in jail 
for murdering another man ; do -you think his hand 
could have done such a wicked thing, if, when he was 
young, he had put it into the hand of the heavenly 
Father, and said, "Thou art the guide of my youth?" 
And you are so weak, and Satan is so strong, and he 
is trying so hard to lead your steps away from God 
and heaven, and to trip you up, now by one sin, and 
now by another, oh, those little feet cannot go alone 
through this wicked world to heaven. When you 
try to look up and sing of that " happy land," do you 
not have to say that it is ^^far faraway ?" it seems so 
distant, and sin and Satan are so near ; it seems so 
hard to reach, and the wrong way seems so easy ! 

Yes, my little pilgrims, you need, and we all need, 
a . strong, and loving, and wise Guide: one stronger 
than any man, and who loves us so well that He will 
take us by the hand, and never let us go away from 
Him; one who knows where the springs of living 
water are ; one who can lift you over the bad places, 
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and lead your tired feet to pleasant resting-spots, and 
who can guide you to the heavenly home, and not let 
you get lost by the way. 

But is there anywhere such a Guide as this for little 
pilgrims ? Yes ; and see, He offers Himself to you 
in our text, and asks you to make Him your Guide. 

II. I have shewn you how much you all need 
Him; and now, the second thing I wish to say is, 
that your heavenly Father is just the Guide that you 
want. 

Suppose you were in a strange place, a great way 
oflf from your home, and some one you had never seen 
or heard of before should oflfer to take you to your 
father's house. You would say, "Can I trust him? 
How do I know but that he will deceive me, and take 
me where I shall never see my father's face again % " 
But Myour himself should come, then you would 
feel safe ; and although the way might seem new, and 
it might be so dark that you could not see where you 
were going, you would only keep holding his hand the 
more tightly, knowing that he would be sure to lead 
you home. 

It is the same with God. He is your Father in 
heaven, and He comes down to YvsaxX "sa:^^ 
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" My poor, dear child, you are lost You are a great 
way off from your Father's house. But I love you 
still, and I want you to come to my happy home. 
Give me that wicked heart, and I will make it good, 
and fit it to live with angels. Only do as I tell you 
to do, follow where I lead, and trust me aU the time^ 
and I will bring you safe home again. 

Can you not trust Himi Who knows so much 
about heaven as God who has always lived there 1 
Whose eye can so watch over you, and see every 
danger in your way, and see everything that Satan 
does to harm you % What arm is so strong to help 
you in your weakness % and what heart is so kind and 
pit)dng as that of the Father in heaven ? 

Once there was a strong ship sailing over the ocean, 
when a terrible storm came on. The winds blew, and 
the great waves dashed hard against the vessel, and 
the tall masts cracked, and the passengers were very 
much frightened, for they thought that they were all 
going down to the bottom of the sea. But one brave 
boy was there, and the rest all wondered why his 
cheek did not turn pale as the others', nor any tears 
come into his bright eye. They asked him if he was 
not afraid of the dreadful storm : " No," said he, " for 

/a/^^s at the helm," His father was guiding the 



" They asked him if he was not afraid of tVve dTe^^^>A ^v^xm'. 
^aidhe, 'foTvty/aiher'sat the lieZm;"— P^-S^^V 
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ship, and he trusted in that father's skill, and felt that 
he knew how to guide it, so as to bring them all safe 
to the shore. 

Now, this life is like a great sea, and we are all sail- 
ing over it 

*'Out on the ocean ajl boundless we ride/' 

jut oh, we are all homeward hound T I hope that 
some of us are ; but that " shining shore " of heaven 
is hard to reach, and none can get there who try to 
guide the ship themselves. But if you can say, My 
Father's at the helm" then, like the boy I have told 
you of, you need fear nothing ; for He can guide you 
through the waves ; and though you now say, — 

" Wildly the storm sweeps on as it roars ; 
Look 1 yonder lie the bright heavenly shores I " 

And soon you shall sing, — 

" Into the harbour of heaven now we glide, 
We *re home at last ; 
Softly we drift o'er its bright silver tide. 
We 're home at last I 

" Glory to God I all our dangers are o'er, 
We stand secure on the glorified shore I 
Glory to God I we will shout evermore— 

E 
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Oh, blessed home for wearied souls ! Oh, kind and 
loving Father who guides us to it! "Wilt thou not 
from this time cry unto Him, My Father^ thou art the 
guide of my youth ? " 

Thus a dear little boy in the city of Boston had 
learned to say to Gk>d. He was very sick, and one 
night he saw something so very beautiful, so like 
heaven, that when he told it to his parents they 
thought that God must have given him a little sight of 
that happy world before he reached it. He was very 
much delighted with what he saw, but while he was 
looking at it with his mind, there seemed to rise up 
some great mountains between hhn and heaven, hid- 
ing it from his sight This was very sad, but in a 
moment his face brightened up again, and he said, 
" A strong man wUl carry me over the mountains /" 
Ah, he knew that his Guide was with him, and that 
He was strong enough to take his i^irit right up over 
the mountain of death to the happy home beyond. 
Then he asked his father and mother to go up with 
him, and threw his arms about a young friend's neck, 
and tried to lift her, as if he would pull her up with 
him from this world to heaven. But it was not yet 
time for her to go, although she followed him in a few 
days; and he went up alone— t^o, not alone, for his 
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Guide was with him, and the dear child was soon in 
the bosom of its heavenly Father. 

And there are many other children and youth who 
have said to God, " Thou art my Guide," and their 
Father is leading them, a happy flock, " in wa)rs of 
pleasantness and paths of peace." They cry, " Our 
Father, which art in heaven and He says, " Ye 
shall be my sons and daughters, saith the Lord 
Almighty." They cry, " Keep us from temptation,,' 
and deliver us from evil and He sends His angels 
to encamp around them, and sends His Holy Spirit 
to keep them from sinning. And a great many of 
these children of God are growing up to be holy men 
and women, and they make one large, happy family, 
and God is all the time bringing them home. Soon 
our turn will come. Oh, let us be ready, and let us 
feel every day that Gk)d is guiding our feet to Himself. 
Let us look up and sing, 

" I 'm a pilgrim, and I 'm a stranger, 

I can tarry, I can tarry but a night : 
There 's the city to which I journey ; 

My Redeemer, my Redeemer is its light ; 
There is no sorrow nor any sighing. 
Nor any tears there, nor any dying." 

HI. But it is time that I tell you,m >i5ci"^ ^m^^^^^. 
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How the Father guides His children through this world 
to heaven. 

Do you say, God is a great way off. I cannot see 
His face, or hear His voice, or feel His strong hand in 
mine — how, then, can He be my Guide 1 

It is true that you cannot see Him with these eyes, 
nor hear Him with these ears, but is it not God all 
the time speaking to the ear of your heart % Do you 
not sometimes, when you feel like doing wrong, hear 
a little voice in your soul that says, " Don't you do it 
— it's wicked 1" That is one of God's voices. We 
call it conscience, A man without a conscience would 
be like a ship without a rudder, that goes just as the 
winds and waves carry it, and that is sure to be dashed 
to pieces. Oh, never disobey that voice within you, 
for it is one of the ways by which God tries to guide 
you to heaven. 

But we want another and a stronger voice than this, 
and we have got it How is God speaking to you in 
my text 1 Why, out of the Bible, This is as much 
God's word to you and me as if we could see Him 
here in all His glory, or stood before His throne and 
heard it from his lips. And when you read in your 
Bibles, " Remember now thy Creator in the days of 
thy youth f **They that seek me early shall find me;" 
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and those words of Jesus, "Suffer little children to 
come unto me " — then God is shewing you the way 
to heaven. Oh, love your Bibles ! read and study them 
every day ! Try to be full of the Bible, and it will be 
to you just as it was to David, when he said, " Thy 
word is a lamp to my feet and a light to my path/' 
That is, if your way seems ever so dark, the Bible will 
make it light again, and keep your feet from stumb- 
ling. 

I wish you could love your Bibles as two little boys 
did who Hved in London. Their father and mother 
both died, and they had no longer any home. So they 
put their clothes in two little bundles, and started off 
to walk to Liverpool, a great many miles away, where 
they had an uncle living. After they had walked all 
day, they came to a lodging-house, and asked the 
keeper if they might sleep there, for they had no 
money to pay him with. But the smallest of the two 
boys had a Bible in his pocket, and the keeper said 
to him, "You have no money, and no meat Will 
you sell me this Bible % I will give you five shiUings 
for it" The tears rolled down the poor boy's cheeks, 
and he said, "No ; I '11 starve first" "Why," said the 
man, " do you love this Bible so much 1 What has it 
done for you ?" And then the boy saidi, ^^^Ws\fcXi.\^'^ 
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about seven years old, I became a Sunday scholar in 
London. I soon learned to read my Bible. It shewed 
me that I was a sinner, and a great one, too. It also 
pointed me to my Saviour, and I thank God that I have 
found mercy at the hands of Christ" Then the man, 
to try him still further, offered him six shillings for 
the Bible. " No," said he, " it has been my support 
all the way from London. Himgry and tired, I have 
often sat down by the wayside to read my Bible, and 
have found refreshment from it" "Well," said the 
man, " but what will you do when you get to Liver- 
pool, if your unde should refuse to take you in?" 
His answer was a noble one: "My Bible tells me 
that 'when my father and my mother forsake me, 
then the Lord will take me up.'" Of course, the 
keeper of the house gave the poor boys their lodging, 
and the next morning they set out early on their 
journey. 

Now, just as this young traveller sat down by the 
roadside, and foimd such comfort in the Bible when 
he was weary, so you, " pilgrims and strangers," may 
find sweet comfort in it all along your way to the 
celestial city. Whenever you read its pages, your 
heavenly Father will talk with you, and shew you just 
the path in which he wauls >f o>]^ to If you will 



The Strong Guide. 71 



only love and obey your Guide-book, it will be sure 
to keep you in the way of life. 

IV. But there are three very important words in 
my X&ax that we must not forget — "frqpi this time." 
"Wilt thou not from this time cry unto me, My 
Father, thou art the guide of my youth?" 

What does this meani Why, that you must not 
wait till to-morrow, or next week, or next year, to 
make God your Guide ; but that tww^ just when God 
speaks to you in His word, is the time to give your 
heart up to Him, and say, Thou art my Guide I 

And why should you not do this ? Can you give 
any good reason why you should let Satan keep you 
back from Him any longer? I know you cannot. 
But I know, and you know, that there are the best of 
reasons why you should come to Him to-day. Oh, 
there are very many men and women who would tell 
you that their most bitter sorrow is, that they did not 
give themselves to God when they were as young as 
you are. They feel as the poet felt when he wrote 
this prayer — 

" Restore my youth to me t O God, restore 
My morn of life ! O Father, be my GuitUt 
And let me choose my path otvct mottV* 
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But they cannot choose it again, for we have only 
one life here. But you can to-day choose your path, 
and choose your Guide. To-morrow may be too 
late. 

God is waiting for your answer. What do you 
say 1 Oh, " wilt thou not from this time " — ^yes, from 
this moment, "cry unto Him, My Father, thou art the 
Guide of my youth ? " 



V. 



TBvQbt Conquetord. 



" And he commanded the most mighty men that were in his army to 
bind Shadrach, Meshach, and Abed-nego, and to cast them into the 
burning fiery furnace." — ^Dan. iii. ao. 



" This life is a battle with Satan and sin, 
And we are the soldiers, the vict'ry to win ; 
And Christ is the Captain of our little band ; 
Whatever opposes, for Him we will stand. 

" To God, for our answer, we '11 fail not to go. 
He'll clothe us with truth and with righteousness, too, 
The * gospel of peace ' shall our footsteps attend, 
The good * shield of faith ' from all harm shall defend. 

" Though little temptations (the worst ones of all) 
Will often beset us, to make us to fall, 
We'll 'stand up for Jesus,' and, when life is o'er. 
For us He '11 be standing on Jordan's bright shore." 




THE BRAVE CONQUERORS. 

Suppose that some great, wicked heathen king should 
come with his soldiers to our pleasant homes, and 
bum our houses, and carry us away to his own 
country, — ^taking these dear children away from their 
parents, and the parents away from their children, 
so that we should never see each other's faces any 
more, how very sad we all should feel ! 

Now, if you read the first chapter of this book of 
Daniel, you will find a very interesting story of four 
little boys, who, when they were children, were car- 
ried far away from Jerusalem, their home, to the 
great city of Babylon, by the king, Nebuchadnezzar. 

And what did he do with them? I suppose a 
great many of the poor Jews weit laajifc ^^xs'«s^^ 
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and slaves, and were very unhappy. They sat down 
by the rivers of Babylon, and hung* their harps upon 
the willow-trees that grew along the banks, and wept 
when they remembered Zion. They could not sing 
as they used to do at home ; for " How," they asked, 
shall we sing the Lord's song in a strange land I" 

But this was just what Crod had told them wouM 
happen if they did not obey Him. And do you not 
think they felt sorry enough for their sins, when they 
found themselves carried away into that strange, 
wicked country? 

" But what became of the four little hoys f" I hear 
you ask. Well, God took good care of them, for 
they had learned to love God; and, as they were 
very beautiful and bright, they were taken right to 
the king's house; and the king gave them wise 
teachers, and gave them food from his own table, 
and told them to study hard for three years, and then 
come to him, and he would find out by that time 
what they were good for. 

The three years soon passed away, and then came 
XhQir examination-day ; and when they stood before the 
king, and answered the hard questions that were put 
to them, he found them, the Bible sajrs, "ten times 
better than all the magicians and 3kS\io\o^«^" tivat is. 
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all the wise and learned men, " that were in his realm." 
And how did these boys come to know so much? 
Ah ! they were praying children, and " God gave them 
knowledge and skill in all learning and wisdom." They 
studied liBxdy and they prayed hard ; and I am sure that 
any boy or girl who tries to learn, and all the time asks 
God for help, will grow up to be a wise man or woman. 

Now, one of these four boys was Daniel^ the one 
who was afterwards thrown into the lions' den because 
he prayed to God, and came out without being hurt ; 
and the other three are the ones spoken of in my text, 
who were thrown into a fiery furnace. And this is the 
way it happened : — 

The king Nebuchadnezzar was what we call a 
heiatheh — that is, one who worships idols that are 
made by the hands of men, instead of worshipping 
the true God— and so were all his people. Well, 
the king had a great graven image made, all covered 
over with gold, and it was ninety feet high, so that it 
could be seen a great way off \ and then he had a 
band of music standing near it, and told all the people 
that when they heard the band playing they must fall 
down on the ground and worship it ; and that if any 
of them did not do this, they should be cast into a 
burning fieiy fiimace. The people didi XiOlt^KMyH 'sxci 
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better, (poor souls, they had never heard about the 
true God,) and so, when the music sounded, they fell 
flat on the ground and worshipped the golden image. 
But did these three boys (who had now grown up to 
be young men) bow down before it? No ; they had 
not forgotten the second commandment, which their 
mothers had taught them when they were little chil- 
dren, and although they knew the king would be 
angry, and have them thrown into the furnace of fire, 
they stood right up upon their feet ; for they feared 
God more than man. And as soon as the king heard 
of it, he called them before him and asked why they 
had not worshipped the image. But they were not 
afraid, because they knew that they were doing right ; 
and they answered him, " Our God whom we serve is 
able to deliver us from the burning fiery furnace ; and 
he will deliver us out of thine hand, O king." Was 
not this a noble answer % But the king became very 
angry, and told his servants to heat the furnace seven 
times hotter than it was before, and to throw these 
men right into it Oh, how awfully wicked and cruel 
men can become who do not love and serve God ! 
Babylon was like " the dark places of the earth " that 
David speaks of, which he says are " full of the habi- 
tations of cruelty'^ And oh I there are a great many 
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such places in the worid now ; and I am glad that you 
are every Sabbath bringing your pennies to send them 
the Bible and the missionary that they may be made 
better, and taught to throw away their images and 
worship the true God. Give all you can, pray all you 
can ; for there are a great many people bowing down 
to-day before idols that their hands have made, and 
calling them their gods I 

EHd you ever look into the iumace where they 
melt the hard iron, and see the hot flames blazing so 
furiously, and the iron poiured out like red-hot water 1 
I do not think you would like to go very near to such 
a fire as that And if any one were to be thrown right 
into it, how awful it would be ! Only think of it — to 
be burned to death! Why, if you happen to bum your 
finger, you think it is pretty hard to bear ; but it was 
not the hands or fingers, but the whole bodies of these 
young men that were cast into the fimiace ! and the 
fire was so hot that the men who threw them in were 
burned to death fSr coming so near to it 

Birt what became of these three who were thrown 
inl I will tell you. The king came as near as he 
dared to, and looked into the fiimace, and saw a 
wonderfiil sight There they were walking through 
the fire, the flames blazing fiercely all ^o>iTA>CciSt\si,\s^ 
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neither their clothes nor their hair was even singed by 
it ; and, most wonderfiil of all, dioug^ only three were 
cast in, now there were four — ^and the fourth was an 
angel of God, And then the king told them to come 
out from the fire ; and he worshipped the God who 
had saved them, and told the people that if any of 
them should say anything against the Gk>d of the Jews, 
they should be killed ; and he made these three young 
men greater and more honoured in his kingdom thaq 
they had ever been before. 

Now there are several things this story teaches us. 

I. The first is this — That we oi^ht to serve Gody no 
matter what havens to us. 

These young men might have said, " There cannot 
be much harm in just bowing down to the ground and 
rising again, if it will save us from being burned to 
death." But they knew that it was wrongy and con- 
science kept telling them, God says, "Thou shalt have 
no other gods before me. Thou shalt not make 
unto thee any graven image : . , , . thou shalt not bow 
down to them nor worship them." And this was 
enough ; and if they had a thousand hves to lose in- 
stead of one, they ought not to have disobeyed the 
commandment of God. 
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But I have seen people, and perhaps you have too, 
who were afraid to do what was rights for fear that 
they might suffer for it Not that there was any 
danger of their being thrown into the fiery furnace, 
but then somebody would laugh at them, or be angry 
with them ; and all the time they do not seem to re- 
member that " God is angry with the wicked every day,'* 
and that it is very far better to please God than man. 

Among the soldiers who have lately gone out from 
the city of Chicago was a drummer-boy only thirteen 
years old, who was also a Simday scholar. One day 
when they were marching through the streets, the 
captain saw a very beautiful flag flying over a drink- 
ing-saloon, and he ordered his men to halt and give it 
a salute. The boy had always obeyed orders ; but 
this time he thought the salute was meant for the 
fkue as well as for the flag, and he stood still, and not 
a single beat was heard from his drum. The captain 
a^ked him the reason of this. " Sir," said the brave 
boy, " I would not go into such a place as that, and I 
caimot salute it" " My good boy," replied the cap- 
tain, patting him on the shoulder, " you are right and 
1 am wrong." Now that boy might have lost his place 
for trying to do right, or some of the soldiers might 
have laughed at him ; but it made no ^\!Efei^XL<^^\\N& 

F 
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felt that God smiled upon him, and what more can 
any one want than this 1 

He was like another little boy in Turkey, who had 
in some way got a New Testament, which he had 
learned to read, and who had found his way to the Pro- 
testant chapel, where he loved to go and hear the mis- 
sionary preach about Jesus Christ But his father was 
very angry with him, and turned him out of his house, 
and told all his friends not to give him any work ; so 
that the poor boy was without a home, and had no 
way of earning any money to support himsel£ His 
father told him that he would give him a great many 
things, yes, everything he wanted, if he would give 
up the Bible ; but, although he obeyed his father in 
everything else, he could not do so in this, and all his 
answer was, " Christ has said, * He that loveth father 
or mother more than me is not worthy of me/ " 

He dared to do rights no matter what might happen. 
He had made up his mind to serve God^ even if he had 
to beg his bread from door to door, and sleep under 
the open sky. And I would say to every one of you : 
Do what is right; obey God — obey this gospel of 
Christ, even if it seems ever so hard. Listen always 
to that voice of conscience in your heart, and though 
your companions \aug\i at ^o\x ioi to please 
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God, and say many hard things about you because 
you will not do wrong with them, still, never mind : 
you will be happier than they can be, and God will 
love you, and take care of you. 

II. A second lesson that we may learn from our 
text is : That religion makes us brave. 

Did you ever hear of a braver thing than those 
three young men marching right up to the mouth of 
the furnace of fire, and letting the men throw them 
into it, when they might have saved their lives by 
bending their knees to the golden image? Now it 
was religion that took away their fears. It was their 
love to God, and their fear of sinning against Him, 
that made them so brave. It was this that took away 
all Daniel^ s fear, when they threw him into the den of 
lions. It was this that made Stephen so calm and 
happy when they were stoning him to death. And it 
has made many a child brave enough to say No when 
Satan tempted him to do wrong, and helped him to 
obey God and to obey his parents. 

I have seen boys, and men too, who had a very 
foolish way of thinking that they were brave and 
manly when they were not afraid to do wrong — to 
^ear, to drinJ^, to break the SabbaXh, ox fiiv^^^^ "^^^ 
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other of God's commands. But I have sometimes 
thought that those who do such things are great 
cowards after all ; for the fact is, there is something 
they are afraid of, and that is, to do right. And is it 
not better and more manly to fear wickedness than 
to fear goodness? to fear God than to fear man? 

Let me tell you a little story that will shew what I 
mean by being brave. There was a good boy who 
went off to sea in a great ship. Just before he went 
away from home his mcrther said to him, Never 
touch a drop of rumr Well, the other sailors drank 
their rum every day ; and when it stormed they drank 
all the more, because they thought it would keep 
them from taking cold; and they offered it to the 
boy, but he always said. No! One day it stormed 
very hard, and they were all very wet, and they told 
him to take a little, or else he might become sick and 
die, and still the brave boy had courage to say. No ! 
But presently one of the sailors said he knew he could 
make him take a dram, so he tried very hard to do 
so, but he would not touch a drop: and then that 
boy told the old sailor of his mother's words — "Never 
drink a drop of rum " — and he repeated to him a great 
many texts of Scripture to shew that his mother was 
right, (for he had been a good Sunday-school scholar). 
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The sailor had never heard so much Bible in his life 
as that little fellow poured into his ear, and all he 
could say vras, " Your mother never stood watch on 
deck." But he gave up his task, and when the other 
sailors asked how he had succeeded, he said, Oh, 
you can't do anjrthing with him, he is so chuck full of 
the Bible:' 

Now, that I should call a hrave boy. He knew he 
was right, and God knew it too, and God helped him 
to say, No^ and to keep saying it as often as they tried 
to make him do wrong. A very little word that is, 
but how few are brave enough to say it ! I hope you 
will all leam well that word, for you will often have 
need to use it They who belong to the "Sunday- 
school army" ought to be such heroes that when any 
of them are asked to do wrong, they will say, NO — if 
it costs them their life. 

About fifteen hundred years ago, when Christians 
were treated very cruelly, and so many of them were 
killed because they would not give up their Saviour, 
there was a Christian man at Antioch whom they 
were slowly murdering, telling him all the time that 
he must worship their gods, or else they would tear 
his flesh from his bones. At last, after answering 
their questions a great many times, Yie XoXi.^'^ 
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that any little child must see that it is better to wor- 
ship one God, the Maker of the heaven and the eaith, 
and one Saviour, who is able to bring us to God, than 
to worship the many idols of the heathen. Now 
when he said this, the judge saw a little boy eight or 
nine years old standing near by with his mother, and 
he pointed to the boy, and told the Christian to put 
the question to him. He did so, and instantly the 
little boy answered, " God is one, and Jesus Christ is 
one with the Father." The wicked man then became 
very angry, and said, "This is a snare — you have 
told the child to come here and give that answer ; " 
and then turning to the boy he asked, "How did 
you learn this % " The boy looked up to his mother's 
face and answered, " It was God's grace that taught 
it to my dear mother, and when I sat upon her knee, 
a baby, she taught me that Jesus loved little children, 
and I learned to love Him for His love to us." 

" Let us see now what the love of Christ can do 
for you," said the cruel judge, and immediately his 
servants seized and beat him with their sharp rods till 
the blood streamed out. "What can the love of 
Christ do for him now?" asked the judge. "It en- 
ables him to endure what his Master endured for him 
and for all of us," answered the mother. 
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And then they beat the child harder than before, 
and he asked, "What can the love of Christ do now ?" 
And tears fell even from heathen eyes as the poor 
mother, who must have suffered a thousand times 
more than her poor boy, answered, " It teaches him 
to forgive his persecutors." 

And the boy watched his mother's eye as it rose 
towards heaven for him, and he thought of the suffer- 
ings of his dear Lord and Saviour ; and when they 
asked him whether he would deny Christ, and serve 
their felse gods, he answered, " JVo — there is no other 
God but one, and Jesus Christ is the Redeemer of 
' the world. He loved me, and I love Him for His 
love.'' 

Then the poor (ihild fainted under their blows, and 
they threw the little suffering body into his mother's 
arms, and said, " See what the love of Christ can do 
for him nowJ' And the mother pressed him gently 
to her bleeding heart and answered, " That love will 
take him from the wrath of man to the peace of 
heaven ; " and so the poor boy died. 

Now, was he not brave 1 and what made him so 1 
Nothing but religion — ^nothing but the grace of God in 
his heart And what the love of Christ did for him, it 
can do for you and me. We may not hav^ to 
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martyrs for Christ, and to die for Him, but we must all 
live for Him ; and if we love Him and pray to Him, 
He will make us so strong and brave that Satan 
cannot frighten us into doing wrong. You may think 
that there is no chance of doing great things ; but the 
boy or girl who tries hard every day to do right in little 
things — to be kind, loving, patient, forgiving — to 
speak no angry words — ^to do good to eveiybody, aud 
always obey God — such a one I call a hero; and if 
you will all give your hearts to God, as the three chil- 
dren in Babylon did, then God will help you as He 
helped them. He will take care of you, and although 
you may not see any bright angel walking with you 
among the flames, or among the troubles by which 
Satan or wicked people try to frighten you, still' His 
angel will be with you; for what says the isible? 
" The angel of the Lord encampeth round about them 
that fear him to deliver them." And that angel will 
go with you as long as you live j and, what is still 
better, God's Holy Spirit will go with you. Then you 
will not be afraid of any troublesy for Gdd's loving 
hand will wipe away your tears, and comfort your 
heart when it aches and grieves. You will not be 
afraid of znyduty, for if you love God it will be harder 
to do wrong than to do right You will not be afraid 
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to dkj for Chrisfs lambs and Christ's sheep can say to 
their Shepherd when they go to the dark valley, " / 
will fear no evilyfor Thou art with me'* You will not 
be afraid when " the dead, small and great, shall stand 
before God " at the dreadful judgment-day, but will be 
able to say, "Christ died for me;" and then, instead 
of going with the wicked to that lake of fire, which is 
a great deal worse than the furnace in Babylon, you 
will go to live with God and with the blessed angels 
in glory. 

All this religion can do for you, if you will only give 
up your hearts to God. 

And remember this : those three brave young men 
I have been telling you of, loved and served God when 
they were little children. You may do the same, and, 
oh, you will never have a better time to do it than 
now! I pray God that He may begin to help you 
to-day ! 



VI. 

die C!)flli#ropt)en 



"And the Lord came, and stood, and called as at other times, Samuels 
Samuel. Then Samuel answered, Speak : /or thy servant heareth.*' — 
I Samubl iii. xo. 



" Children, hark I the Saviour 's speaking 
To you now : 
Labourers in my vineyard wanting — 
Who will got 

" Who will say, as once did Samuel, 
Here am I, 
Waiting, Lord, to do Thy pleasure 
Till I diet 

** Who will give their all to Jesus, 
And receive 
Of His grace a tenfold measure 
While they live t 

"And when earthly toil is ended 
Here below. 
Wear a fadeless crown of glory ;, 
Who will go 
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VI. 

THE CHILD-PROPHET. 

There is hardly any greater blessing in this world 
than to have a pious mother; a mother who loves the 
Saviour, and tries to make her children love Him too ; 
a mother who prays for us, and prays with us, and 
leads us kindly to the Lord Jesus, that He may take 
away our sins. A child or youth may have ever so 
beautifid a house, and his parents may be rich, and 
able to gratify his desires, but if he has not a pious, 
praying mother^ he is not half so well off as many a 
poor child whom I could name to you. 

I can remember a great many things that have 
happened since I was a little boy ; but there is no- 
thing that I remember more plainly than the soft, low 
voice of my mother, (who is now in heaven,) as she 
used to kneel by my bedside when I had gone to rest. 
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and pray that her child might grow up to love and 
serve the Saviour. I seem to hear that voice now, 
and I shall never forget it as long as this heart beats. 

Oh, thank God for giving to so many of you this 
rich blessing ! You do not know its value now — but 
you will know it when that kind voice is hushed, and 
that loving heart is stilled in death. Then you will 
wish, if you do not before, that you had obeyed her 
kind counsels, and followed her good example. 

Now, Samud was blessed with such a mother. Her 
name was Hannahy and when he was but a babe, she 
brought him up to the house of God and gave him to 
the Lord, saying, " I have lent him to the Lord ; as 
long as he liveth, he shall be lent to the Lord." And 
God heard that mother's prayers, and took the child, 
and, young as he was, let him remain in His house 
with Eli, who was then the high priest We do not 
know exactly what he did, but we read that he " min- 
istered to the Lord," by which, I suppose, it is meant 
that he helped Eli about the altar. And he did this 
work so well that Eli permitted him to wear a little 
linen ephod, just like the older priests. It must have 
been a beautiful sight — a Uttle boy serving God in His 
house, and helping to offer the sacrifices, and bum the 
sweet incense, with which tiie Chwidi *m xSaa^ days 
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worshipped God. In these delightful duties he grew 
older and larger, and, the Bible tells us, was "in 
favour with God and man." 

He was probably about twelve years old when, one 
night, after he had lain down to sleep in his little bed, 
which was near to Eli's room, (so that he could hear 
him, if he should call,) he heard a voice, saying, 
^^Samudy Samuel'' Thinking it was the high priest 
who called, he ran to him, and said, " Here am I ; 
for thou calledst me." But Eli said, " I called not : 
lie down again ;" and he went and lay down* Then 
he heard the voice once more, and again ran to Eli, 
but received the same answer, and returned to his bed 
again, not knowing what to make of it. But the voice 
did not stop, and so a third time he stood before Eli, 
and said, " Here am I, for thou didst call me." And 
then Eli saw that the Lord had called the child, 
and he told him to He down again, and if he heard 
the voice, to say, "Speak, Lord, for thy servant 
heareth." 

Samuely Samuel" once more, said that strange 
voice, and when the child heard it, he said, " Speak, 
Lord, for thy servant heareth !" And then God spoke 
to him, and told him how wicked the sons of Ell 
had been, and how their falVvex YvaA xioX 
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punished them, and told him how He would Himself 
punish them, and never forgive their great sin. 

When morning came, Samuel said nothing of i^iat 
the Lord had told him, but went and opened the 
doors of God's house as usual Then Eli told him 
that he must not hide from him what God had said ; 
and so he told him alL And very soon it was all 
fulfilled : for Eli's wicked sons were killed in a battle ; 
and Eli himself, when he heard of it, and was told 
that the ark of God had been taken by their enemies, 
fell back in his chair and died. 

Thus Samuel, when but a small boy, became a pro- 
phet of the Lord ; and when he grew up, he became 
one of the greatest prophets that ever lived. I should 
like to tell you more of his history, but I hope you 
will read it for yourselves in the Bible. 

Now, there are several things that this story of 
Samuel teaches us. 

I. The first is this — That it is a very happy thing fai^ 
children to be given up by their parents to the Lard^ as 
Samuel was. 

A few years ago, a father and a mother stood in the 
house of God, before the pulpit, with a little babe in 
their arms. The minister solemsly ai&i&Kissed them, 
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before the whole congregation, and prayed earnestly 
and tenderly for that little one, that it might be made 
one of the lambs of the Saviour's flock ; and oh, how 
many hearts prayed with him! Then those parents 
promised before God, and angels, and men, that they 
would bring up that child to love and serve God \ and 
the minister sprinkled it with water, in the name of 
the Father, and the Son, and the Holy Ghost. A few 
short years rolled on. God spared that child's life, 
and it grew, and began to attend the Sabbath-school, 
and learn the way to heaven. He cannot, perhaps, 
remember the day when he was thus given to God \ 
but his parents remember it, and God remembers it, 
and I wish now to remind you of it, — for it is of you^ 
my dear young friend, that I am speaking— are 
that child. For many of you have been given to God 
just as Samuel was ; and the hearts of your pious 
father and mother said, when the water of baptism 
was sprinkled upon you, "I have lent him to the 
Lord : as long as he liveth, he shall be lent to the 
Lord.'' 

Do you ever think what was meant by your being 
given to God before all the people 1 I will tell you. 
You were given to Him to be saved by Him^ ^^io bt 
used Him. 

G 
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First, to be saved by Him, because you are a sinner, 
and have a wicked heart, and can never go to heaven 
unless your sins are blotted out in the blood of Christ, 
and your heart is changed for a new one that will love 
and serve the Saviour. But do not think that your 
being baptized will save you, or that your father's or 
mother's prayers will save you, unless jom yourself 
pent of sin and believe on the Lord Jesus Christ 
God loves the dear lambs of His flock, and Jesus 
loves them, oh, how tenderly, and has died for them, 
and wants you all to become His children ; but you 
cannot become such unless you give yourselves — ^your 
hearts — your all — away to Jesus, who now says to 
you, " My son, my daughter, give me thy heartJ' 

And then you were given to God, as Samuel was, to 
be used by Him, Do you not think God has a right 
to use you just as He pleases ? He who made these 
hands and feet, shall He not employ them in His 
service % He who gave us these voices, shall He not 
hear them in daily prayer and praise ? He who gave 
us these thinking minds, and these warm, loving hearts, 
can He not claim them as His own ? Oh, you belong 
to God more than you belong to your parents, yes, 
and more than you belong to yourselves. And when 
y'ou think of the hand thai mad^ ^ovx ^d ^i«sierwft 
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you — ^when you think of your having been solemnly 
given back to your Creator, ought you not to feel, " / 
am the Lord's ? " And what then 1 Why, if " I am the 
Lord's," then I must serve Him and obey His will, and 
minister unto Him as Samuel did. I must be holy, 
and be as much as I can like the angels who " serve 
Him day and night in His temple.'' 
And here let me say that if you 

"Want to be an angel, and with the angels stand, 
A crown upon your forehead, a harp within your hand," 

as you SO often sing in that beautiful hymn, then you 
must do as the angels do — that is, live for God, and not 
for yourselves, and serve Him with all your powers. 

II. For, another thing that the story of Samuel 
teaches us is, that the youngest children may serve God 

But I hear some one asking, " Can we live, as he 
did, in God's house, and minister at the altar, in a 
little linen ephod ? and can we hear God calling to 
us as he called the little prophet 1 Oh, if we could, 
how quickly we should answer, ^ Speak, Lord, for thy 
servant heareth ! ' " 

Would you answer the voice of God so quickly if it 
called aloud to you? Well, let me tell you tlia.t«l- 
though He does not now call "yoxxtv^ OcSl^^tl 
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the woik of His house as He did Samuel, He yet 
speaks /A£r rvry momenty and ^)eaks at all times to 
every one of you. He calls every child and youth — 
yes, and every grown person too — calls you by His 
holy Wordy and calls by His Spirit in your hearts. 
Listen — do you not hear Him: "My son, give me 
thy heart " Remember now thy Creator in Uie Axgs 
of thy youth " They that seek me early shall find 
me." \\Tiose voice is .that I Ah, it is the voice of 
Gifdy and these, these are His calls to every one of 
you. Oh, that you could not only hear, but ohey them ! 

God calls you, then, to serve Him ; and in what 
ways are you to do this I I have said that you were 
given to God to be saird by Hlrn^ and so the first 
thing that you must do is to " Mieve on the Lord Jems 
Christ:" to take Him as j\>ur Sa^-iour, and love Him 
with all your heart God commands you to do diis, 
and you cannot be saved in any other way. 

Is it a hard thing to love Christ when He has so 
loved you, and has laid down His life for you f Surely, 
it should not be hard ! 

There was once a poor man who worked in one o£ 
the mines in Elngland, who had an only and loving 
son. Every day he went doTi-n into the mines to 
^oii, he would take bis boy ^\!ci ^b^n 
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night came, they were both drawn up again by a rope 
and bucket, and retiuned to their happy home. One 
evening, when they were being drawn up together in 
this way, the father heard a cracking noise above him. 
He looked up, and saw that the rope was breakings 
and that only three or four strands of it were left to 
hold him and his darling child from destruction. What 
was to be done 1 The rope was not strong enough to 
bring them both to the top, and so one or both of 
them must perish. The father loved life, but he loved 
his child more ; and so, leaving his boy in the bucket, 
he said, "There, my child, lie quiet for a few moments, 
and you will be safe at the top," and then threw him- 
self over and was dashed to pieces. How very great 
was the love of that father for his son I But greater 
still is the love of Christ for your soul, for He has 
given His life to save you ; and if you only trust Him 
and obey Him, you will be brought safely up, not by 
a broken rope, but by a mighty, everlasting arm to 
His glorious home. 

Now Christ says, " I love them that love me and 
no child that knows who Christ is, is too young to 
love Him and be saved by Him. 

Another way in which you may serve God is by 
doif^ good. See the youthful SaiauA, ^w&cs. 
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his little hands the aged Eli in the house of God. So 
you may, every one of you, help your pastor, and help 
the church, in our work of doing good, and saving 
souls from death. Who of you, for instance, cannot 
set a good example to those around you ) who cannot 
speak kind words for Christ and His Church) who 
cannot give something to send the Bible to the 
heathen? who cannot bring at least a few poor, 
neglected boys or girls into the Sabbath-school, that 
they may be pointed to heaven 1 Oh, there are ways 
enough if one only has a mind to improve them. 
There is work for the smallest hands, work for the 
youngest hearts ; and if you have the piety of Samuel, 
you may be as useftd and as happy as he was. Why, 
there are children and youths now living, who have 
done more for Christ already than some of the gray- 
haired members of the churches. Jesus was not 
more than twelve years old when He began to go 
about doing good, and said, Wist ye not that I must 
be about my Father's business?" This shews that all 
who have reached that age are old enough to be about 
that business — ^serving and obeying God. 

A little girl who loved the Saviour tried to follow 
His example of going about and doing good; and 
many were the hearts that she cheered by her kind 
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words and deeds, and her sunny smile — (for there 
are many, many times where a smile will be a rich 
blessing to those around us.) But God called her> 
when she was ten years old, to serve Him with the 
angels in glory. When they told her she was going 
to die, she looked up to her father, who loved her 
dearly, and did not know how to part with her, and 
said, " Dear papa, how much do I cost you every 
year]" 

He thought the child was getting out of her mind 
when she asked such a question; but he answered, 
to soothe her, " Well, dearest, perhaps two hundred 
dollars. What then, darling 1" 

" Because," said she, " I thought maybe you would 
lay it out this year in Bibles, for poor children, to 
remember me by." 

" Yes, I will, my precious child," said the father ; 
" I will do it every year as long as I live ; and thus 
my Lilian shall yet speak, and draw himdreds and 
thousands after her to heaven." 

She loved nothing so much as to serve God ; and 
even when she lay in pain and feebleness on her 
dying bed, she forgot herself and her sufferings in 
the one thought, how she might do good to others, 
and glorify her Maker. 
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This is the spirit that we want you all to have, ¥^o 
have been given to God as Lilian was, and as Samiid 
was, to he used by Hinu 

III. And there is one other thing taught in the 
story \A Samuel that I shall not have time to say 
much about, but I will just mention it — it is that 
God loves and honours early piety. 

See the child Samuel made a prophet of the Lord, 
ministering in God's house, and God talking with 
him in the night, just as friend talks with friend ; and 
then see him growing up to be one of the best, and 
greatest, and most useful men that ever lived. Now, 
this was because he did not put off sending God until 
he was a man, as so many do, but gave his heart right 
up to Him as soon as he knew who God was. 

So you, my dear children, if you will now do as 
Samuel did, may be as happy and as honoured as he 
was; may hear God talking with your soul; may 
enjoy His loving presence, and grow up to be usefril 
and respected. You may not indeed be prophets, 
but I hope some of you will be ministerSy and be 
great blessings to the Church and the world by 
preaching the gospel and saving souls from death. 

And God not only honours the lives of those who 
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serve Him in their early years, but honours them in 
deaths by bestowing His grace upon them, and giving 
them a heaven-like happiness. 

Thus died a little Italian girl, whose name was 
Carlotta. As two merchants, one of whom was an 
infidel, were one day leaving an eating-house in one 
of our cities, a strain of soft music came through an 
open door, and was so marvellously sweet that they 
followed the child who was singing it, and asked her 
to sing some more for them. She was very poor, and 
was wrapped up in a patched cloak and a patched 
hood, and her little shoes were full of holes ; but her 
father, who was an organ-grinder, was sick, and she 
had come out to beg some money to keep them from 
starving. 

Her first song was that beautifiil one — 

" There is a happy land, 
Far, far away 1" 

When she had finished it, the infidel said to her, 
" Where did you learn that song?" 

" In Sabbath-school, sir," was her answer. 

" And you don't suppose there is a happy land, do 
you?" asked the man who tried not to believe in 
heaven or hell. 

I know there is said she, quietly and decidedly; 
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" and I 'm going to sing there. My mother said sa 
She used to sing to me until she was sick ; then she 
said she wasn't going to sing any more on earth, but 
up in heaven." 

The two men pitied the poor little girl, and followed 
her home, and gave her shoes and some money, 
and promised to go and see her again. About a 
month afterwards they went together to the gloomy 
home of the organtgrinder and found that he was 
dead, and that little Carlotta was very sick. 

" I wish I could sing for you," said she ; " but it 
hurts me. It won't hurt me up there, will it f " They 
asked her if she had heard of Jesus. " Yes," said she, 
^'good Jesus." And when the men began to weep, she 
said, " Don't cry — don't cry ; lam^t cry — Pm so glad. 
Glad to get away from here. I used to be so cold in 
the long winters, for we didn't have fire sometimes ; 
but mother used to hug me close, and sing about 
heaven ; and tell me if I was His, the Saviour would 
love me and give me a better home ; and so I gave 
myself to Him ; and oh, I shall sing there, and be so 
happy/ Christ sent a little angel in my dream — 
mother told me He would, and that angels would 
carry me up there." Then she was still for a little 
while; but presently the haivds moved^ the arms 
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were raised, the eyes opened and turned upward. 
" See, see !" she cried ; " oh, there is mother, and there 
are the angels, and they are all singing-~€Ul singing T 
Her voice faltered — ^her arms fell — ^but a heavenly 
brightness lingered on her face ; and they knew that 
her spirit had gone to join her mother and the angels. 

Can you wonder that even the strong infidel was 
melted before such a scene ? He had resisted every- 
thing else — ^men had talked and pleaded with him in 
vain — but there, by the bedside of the little child, his 
hard heart was softened, and he knelt down with his 
friend, and prayed that he, too, might have the same 
faith and hope that had enabled Carlotta to die in 
such happy triumph. 

Oh, my dear young friends, may this faith and hope 
be yours — that you, too, may say, " I'm going to sing 
in heaven !" May the God of Samuel be your God ! 
may His holy, blessed childhood and youth be yours ! 
and yours His heavenly home ! 
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*' I love them that love me ; and those that seek me early shall find me." — 
Prov. viii. 17. 



" Go thou in life's fair moming, 

Go in the bloom of youth. 
And dig for thine adorning 

The precious pearl of truth : 
Secure this heavenly treasure 

And bmd it on thy heart. 
And let no earthly'pleasure 

E'er cause it to depart. 

" Go while the day-star shineth. 

Go while thy heart is light ; 
Go ere thy strength declineth. 

While every sense is bright ; 
Sell all thou hast, and buy it, 

'Tis worth all earthly things — 
Rubies, and gold, and diamonds, 

Sceptres and crowns of kings." 
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THE TREASURE-FINDERS. 

Do you know what it is that is worth more than choice 
silver and fine gold — ^that is better than diamonds and 
rubies and all kinds of costly gems — and so very pre- 
cious, that " all the things that may be desired are not 
to be compared to it?" 

It must be some very great treasure^ you will say, if 
it is more valuable than an)rthing else that we could 
wish for. 

And so it is ! Suppose that all the mountains that 
are in the world were made of gold, they could not 
buy it, or make us half as rich as this can. Or, sup- 
pose that you ha-d all the pleasures that there are in 
the whole world, they could not make you half so 
fiappy as this can make you. And yet, precious, lovely, 
costly as it is, it is oflfered to you all "without mQrLe?j 
and inthout price.'' 
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^'Whatisitf^^hatisitV I think I hear you ask. 
If you will open your Bibles and read the eighth chap- 
ter of the !]3ook of Proverbs, you will there learn all 
about it 

In that chapter it is called wisdom;^* but I think 
you will not read it all through without seeing that this 
is only another name for a person who speaks to us so 
often in God's Word— ^/Jjxi^x Christ. 

Now, see how earnest Christ is. In the first three 
verses. He says that He " standeth in the top of the 
high places, by the way, in the places of the paths 
" crieth at the gates, at the entrance of the city " — ^that 
is, everywhere^ where there are people to listen to Him. 
And what does He say? " Unto you, O men, I call : 
and my voice is to the sons of men." But He does 
not stop with calling men and women — He also sa3rs, 
Hearken unto me, O ye children : for blessed are they 
that keep my ways.'' Do you ask, why are they 
blessed 1 The last two verses answer the question, 
and shew us the reason of our Saviour's loud, earnest 
call — "For whoso findeth me findeth life, and shall 
obtain favour of the Lord ; but he that sinneth against 
me wrongeth his own soul : all they that hate me love 
deathJ' And in the seventeenth verse He says, (and 
/ want you to think as you T^^.d \\., axe the 
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words of the kind Jesus, who once took little children 
in His arms and blessed them) — " I love them that love 
me ; and they that seek me early shall find mcJ* 
Now, I wish to shew you three things ; — 

I. Why you ought to seek Christ ; 

II. How you must seek Him ; and 

III. Why you ought to seek Him early: that is, 
while you are young. 

I. I suppose I need not take much time to tell you 
why you ought to seek Him ; for every Sabbath- 
scholar knows that we cannot be happy in this world 
or the next without Jesus Christ. But I am so anxious 
that you should all give your hearts to the Saviour now, 
that I will try to give you some reasons' why you 
should do it. 

One of these reasons is contained in those sweet 
words of Jesus, I love them that love meJ* Is it not 
a pleasant thing to be lovedhy our parents and friends % 
How unhappy we should be if nobody loved us or 
cared. for us ! But what a delightful thing it must be 
to know that Jesus Christ loves us — Christ, the Son of 
God — Christ, the great King of heaven and earth ; who 
is so powefful, that He \% able lo ^ '^eax^^ 

H 
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need for the body or the soul ; Christ, who is so 
that He is always making His friends happy, and 
answering their prayers, and refusing them nothing 
that is good for them ; Christ, who is so ime^ that He 
never promises anything that He will not perform; 
Chrigt, the Friend of sinners^ who gave Himself — His 
own life—-\h3X, with His blood. He might wash away 
our sins ; and who opens for us the pearly gates of 
heaven, that we may enter and be for ever happy ! 
Oh, to be loved by Christ is to have the best friend, 
the sweetest pleasures, the greatest riches, the surest 
hopes, and the brightest glories that can be found in 
earth oi* heaven ! And should you not seek Him as 
your friend, your Saviour, when He can become all 
this to you f Should you not love Him with all your 
hearts, when He so loves you that He has given 
Himself iox you? 

I wish that every child and youth could love Him 
as a little girl of sils years did, who died a few years 
ago. When they told her that she was dying, she 
asked her sister to read to her from the Bible about 
Christ's blessing little children; and then she said, 
" How kind ! I shall soon go to Jesus j He will soon 
take me up in His arms, and bless me^ too, and no 
disciple shall keep me away" "R.^ ^x^xVAssftd her, 
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and said, "Do you love mel" "Yes, my dear," 
she replied ; "but do not be angry if / love Jesus 
better:' 

Another reason why you should seek Christ is, that 
you are sinners, an^ Christ takes the wicked heart and 
washes out all its stains, and makes it "whiter than 
snow." You must have*your sins forgiven, or you 
can never wear a crown in heaven, and none but 
Christ can forgive them. And He can give you a 
heart to love and serve Him in this world, and to 
praise Him for ever in the place which He has pre- 
pared for them that love Him. 

II. But I hear some one asking, ^^Ilaw shall I 
seek Him? Jesus Christ is away up in heaven, and I 
am on the earth ; if I seek Him ever so hard, how do 
I know that I can find Him 1 " 

A lady and gentleman who were travelling, one 
evening lost their way. Coming to a cross-road, they 
saw a guide-board. The gentleman got out; and 
though he could but just see, yet, by going close up 
to the board, he made out to find a direction which 
helped him to find his way to the place he wished to 
visit Now, suppose he had refused to look at the 
board, and had gone on blundenii^Vsx^^ 
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had not found the place he sought all nig^t — what 
would you have said of hun % Served him rigki. Just 
so. A man who is lost, and refiises to look at a guide- 
board, deserves to wander a good while, as a pfonisli- 
ment for his folly. But would not such conduct be 
just as foolish in boys and girls % and would not a long 
tramp in the dark be a just punishment for them, toot 
I think that it would. 

Now, you need not go long in the daik to sedc 
Christ The Bible is yom* guide-board It tells joa 
which way to go ; it warns you against by-paths and 
wrong roads, against false guides, and pits, and traps, 
and other dangers. And it is not only a guide-hoard, 
but a companion all the way, if you will only keep by 
its side ; and not only a companion, but a lamp to 
your feet and a light to your path. Though it be 
ever so dark all aroimd you, it will lead you straight 
to this Friend whom you seek — straight to the Saviour. 
And more than this, Jesus himself w^hdp you to find 
Him, by putting His Holy Spirit in yom* hearts. He 
will meet you more than half-way \ and while you axe 
all trembling and anxious, lest you do not reach Him, 
all at once you will hear His voice of welcome in your 
hearts, and feel yourself taken in the arms and earned 
in the bosom of the kind SYieig^ieid. 
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Now look with me at this guide-board, and let us 
try to read its directions. What does it say to us ? 
" Except ye repent, ye shall all likewise perish J* Here, 
then, is the first step towards the Saviour. It looks 
like a narrow, thorny path ; but if it leads to Christ, it 
is, after all, pleasant. There are not many travelling in 
it, but we can see that those who are in it are Christ*s 
people, while the crowds in yonder broad road are 
His enemies ; and who had not rather go in a narrow 
road to heaven than in a broad one to hell ] So let 
us enter this narrow path. You will see, as you enter 
it, that every one, like Christian in the "Pilgrim's 
Progress,'' has his burden. That is, all who repent 
feel weighed down under a sense of sin. Do you, my 
dear yoimg friend, feel this burden ? Do you feel a 
sorrow for your sin and naughtiness ] If you do not, 
you are in the wrong path^ and I fear you will be lost. 
Oh, think, then, of that wicked heart of yours, and 
confess its wickedness to Jesus, and then the burden 
will roll off" at His cross. For see. He stands in the 
narrow way, and says, " Come unto me, ^ ye that 
labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest" 

But look again at the guide-board. What is this 
that we see 1 " Believe m the Lord Jesus Christy and 
thou shall be saved" A little OmIA. ot^'Cfc^^^ xss^Ns^ 
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the night and found that the house was on fire. He 
was away up stairs, and his father slept below, and he 
saw that the stpirs were all in flames, and he could 
not get down. What should he do ? He ran to the 
window, and there he heard his fathers voice, though 
he could not see him in the crowd, and the father said. 
Jumpy my chUd, and I will catch you.*" The little 
boy trembled, for it was a long leap for him to take, 
and he feared it might kill him. But the hot fire was 
all around him, and he knew he would be burned to 
death if he stayed where he was. He clung to the 
window, looked at the flames, heard his father shout- 
ing to him to let go, thought of that father's strong 
arms and loving heart, and then let go his hold, and 
in an instant found himself, unhurt, in his father's 
arms. 

Now, that boy had faith in his parent's promise, in 
his strength, and in his love. So you, dear children, 
who are in this world that is to be burned up, and 
who are all the time drawing nearer and nearer to the 
dreadfiil fire of God's wrath hereafter, do you not 
hear the Saviour's voice, sapng, "Flee fi-om the 
wrath to come 1" And as you ask. How shall I flee ? 
Christ says, " Let yourself drop into my strong arms" 
Oh, take Jesus at His word ! Trust Him as your 
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Saviour ; let go your hold of everything else, of every 
other hope, oif every thought of your own goodness, 
and fall into His arms, and then you will have come 
to Christ, and found Him as your Saviour. 

Does some one say, " I want to repent and believe, 
and I try to do so, but I do not find Jesus yet % " Let 
us look at the guide-board again, and see if it has any- 
thing to meet your case. I read on it these words : 
" Strive to enter in at the strait gatej' Here, then, 
is another kind direction. 

Now, if it were a million dollars that you were seek- 
ing, do you not think that you would try pretty hard 
before you gave it up 1 If you were drowning, would 
you not struggle with all your might to keep your 
head above water and reach the shore ? But Christ 
is worth more to you than all the gold in the world, 
and you ought to struggle much harder to save your 
perishing soul than your dying body. Christ wants 
you to be in earnest when you seek Him ; for, oh. He 
was in earnest when He left His glorious home, and 
came down to suffer and die upon the cross that such 
as you might come to Him and be saved. 

I wish you were as earnest in seeking Christ as six 
poor little boys near Philadelphia wejre a few winters 
ago. They used to meet every eiveivVtiig^ vc^ qp^^ 
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air, and in the coldest weather, under a large oak- 
tree, for prayer, until at last a pouring rain drove 
them to seek shelter in the office of a good man, who 
told them they could meet there as often as they 
chose to do so. Think of it ! Not even the win- 
ter's cold and storm could keep them from the spot 
where they were seeking Christ. 

And this reminds me of another direction that you 
will find on the guide-board, (for you see it is very 
full and very plain,) " Ask, and ye shall receive,^* What 
delightful words these are ! Do you want repentance 1 
" Ask, and ye shall receive ! " Do you want faith 1 
" Ask, and ye shall receive ! " Do you want your sins 
forgiven % your soul washed in the blood of Christ % 
Do you want to be made holy % want happiness, want 
heaven] Christ says to you, ^\Asky and ye shall re- 
ceive!" In other words, Pray I" Go right to 
Christ with all your wants, and tell Him how hard 
your heart is, and how you desire a new one ; how 
weak your faith is, and how you wish it strengthened; 
how you want Him to become your friend, and want 
strength and grace to serve Him, and Christ will hear 
your prayer, and while you seek you will find ! 

You need not do as a little boy did who wanted to 
pray and hardly knew how to do vt. He used to 



The Treasure-Finders, 



121 



write little notes to the Saviour, and throw them out 
of the window, hoping that Christ would find them. 
If you pray with the heart, your prayers will rise, 
quicker than lightning, to the throne of Jesus — and so 
quickly does He hear prayer, that He has said of His 
people, " Before they ccUly I will answer; and while they 
are yet speaking, I will hear/'* 

This, then, is the way you must come to Jesus — do 
not forget it — -with repentance, with faith, with earnest- 
ness, and with prayer. And if you come in this way 
you will surely find Him ; for He says to us, " Him 
that Cometh unto me, I will in no wise cast out 
" Every one that asketh receiveth ; and every one that 
seeketh findeth." 

Will you not come to the Saviour 1 

III. " Yes," some child or youth replies, " / will 
come when I sm a little older/" But does the smallest 
child think that he is too young to seek Christ 1 If so, 
you make a great mistake. There is one little word 
in my text that has a great deal of meaning, and I 
must now, in the third place, say a few words about 
it — ^the word early;" "They that seek me early shall 
find me." 

A Sabbath-school teachei \a\.t\^* ?^^^\vsx Oass.*^^ 
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question, " How soon ought a child to give its hiart 
to God?" One little girl answered, "When thirteen 
years old another, " ten;'* another, " six," At length 
the last and smallest child in the class answered, 
^^/ust as soon as we know who Crod is" 

That child was right. No doubt she had read in 
the Bible those beautiful words, "Suffer the little chil- 
dren to come unto me." Now, is there a child who 
reads or hears these words who does not know who 
God is? I think not. Well, if you know who God 
and Christ are, and know what it is to be sony for sin, 
and to love and trust the Lord Jesus, then you* are old 
enough to seek Christ, and it is high time for you to 
give your hearts to Him. 

There are a great many reasons why you should do 
this, and no reason at all why you should not do it 

I. Do you think you are too young to be happy 9 
No, you say, , happiness is just the thing we want 
Well, then, you are not too young to seek Christy for, 
as I have tried to shew you, Christ alone can make 
you happy. His " ways are ways of pleasantness," and 
all His "paths are peace." I have known young 
people who said they would not become Christians 
yet, because they wished to be happy a few years 
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longer. Why, they know nothing about religion^ if they 
think they can be half as happy without it as they can 
be with it 

" How long have you been a Christian ]" said one 
old man to another. " Fifty years," said he. " Well," 
asked the other, " have you ever been sorry that you 
began so young to serve the Saviour 1" "Oh, no," 
said the old man, and the tears trickled down his 
furrowed cheeks ; " I weep when I think of the sins of 
my youth ! It is this that makes me weep now !" 

An aged woman who had been a Christian for more 
that fifty years lay on her dying bed. She said, " Tell 
all the children that an old woman who is just on the 
borders of eternity is very much grieved that she did 
not begin to love Christ when a child. Tell them 
youth is the time to serve the Lord." 

And so there are a great many who are grieved that 
they did not serve Christ earlier ; but I never heard 
of a Christian being sorry that he ha.d served Him 
when a child ; and this proves that the sooner you 
seek Jesus the happier you will be. 

2. Another reason is — that it is a great deed easier 
for you to seek Him now than it will be by and by. 
A few years ago two men vjete ^o^>LYa% vcl 
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boat on the Niagara River, both £eist asleep. Soon the 
boat b^an to move slowly along towards the fells. 
They might then have been saved, but they slept on, 
and did not dream of their danger. When they awc^e 
they were in the rapids. They seized the oars and 
worked with all the power of their strong arms, but it 
did no good — U was too late! One of them was dashed 
over the falls in an instant : the other, after holding 
on to a log of wood for twenty hours, was also canied 
over the dreadful falls, and killed. Do you not think 
that poor man, in those twenty hours of hopeless fife, 
looked back, and wished that he had awoke a HHie 
cariiery before the stream had floated him quite so fiurf 

My young friend, the stream of sin is like that river. 
It grows stronger and faster every moment, and the 
Lord Jesus knows well how hard it will be for you to 
escape by and by. So He stands on the shore and 
calls you to take hold of the rope of salvation that He 
throws out to you, and says, "They that seek me 
early shall find me." "iV^ is the accepted time; 
behold, now is the day of salvation." 

Does repentance seem hard to you to-day t It will 
be harder yet to-morrow. Does it seem hard to give 
up your hearts to Jesus now ? It will be harder still 
the nest time that He calls you. 
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The next time, do I say? But who knows whethef 
He will call you again ] An old Jewish Rabbi once 
said to his disciples, " Turn to God one day before you 
die." "But how can a man know the day of his 
death ? " asked one of them. He answered, " There- 
fore you should turn to God to-day y for perhaps you 
might die to-morrow, and so every day will be spent in 
turning to Him." Here, then, is another reason for 
seeking Christ early — that if you wait much longer you 
may have no chance to seek Him. Your hearts may 
cease to beat before you have given them to God — 
your hands may be cold and still before they have 
engaged in Christ's service — and your voice silent in 
death, before it has prayed, " God, be merciful to me 
a sinner ! " 

I always love to close with a promise, and here I 
have one that belongs to little children, and to all who 
are young ; and it comes from the Lord Jesus himself, 
and so we know that it is true — " They that seek me 
early shall find me" You may seek for riches, and be 
disappointed ; for pleasures, and they will fly from you; 
for long life, and be brought to an early grave ; but if 
you seek earnestly for Christ, He will not hide Himself 
from you, for they that seek Him early ^^shaU find 
HimP And when you find 3^^>3l^>1Q>3^''^^S^ 
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" pearl of great price," — ^will find peace, joy, happiness, 
treasures in heaven — ^will find a golden crown here- 
after, and a glorious home where Christ is I 

Oh, forget not these sweet words of Jesus, but think 
of them day and night — " I love them that love me ; 
and they that seek me early shall find me." And as 
you hear Christ whispering them to your hearts, will 
you not try to say, as David did, " Thy face, Lord^ will 
I seek r and pray with David, "O satisfy me early 
with thy mercy; that I may rejoice and be glad all my 
days?" 



VIII. 

C^e &on0 of ttie ^insHom, 



'* The children crying in the temple, and sayingi Hosanna to the 
of David I" — Matt, xxi. 15. 



" Children of the heavenly King, 
As ye journey, sweetly sing ; 
Sing your Saviour's worthy praise, 
Glorious in His works and ways. 

" Ye are trailing home to God 
In the way the fathers trod ; 
They are happy now, and ye 
Soon their happiness shall see. 

*• Shout, ye * little flock * and blest. 
You near Jesus' throne shall rest ; 
There your seats are now prepared. 
There your kingdom and re\^urd." 




VIII. 

THE SONG OF THE KINGDOM. 

Perhaps there are some people who think that it is a 
new thing for the children to have their own little service 
in the church, and that there is nothing in the Bible 
about it Now, I am going to shew you that it is a 
very old thing. I am going to tell you about a chil- 
dren's service that was held by some Jewish boys and 
girls more than eighteen hundred years ago. 

If you read the first eleven verses of this chapter, 
you will see that the Lord Jesus Christ had just ridden 
into Jerusalem, with a great many people going before 
Him and following Him, who were all very joyful, 
and who tried in every way to shew their joy. Some 
took off their coats and spread them over the road, 
as if the very ground was not good enough for Him 
to ride upon. Some cut down branches of the beau- 
I 
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tiful palm-trees, and waved them in the air, and scat- 
tered them over the road ; and all the time the great 
crowd — Matthew says they wete " a very great multi- 
tude " — kept shouting and singing together, ^^Hosamia 
to the son of David/ Blessed is he that cometh in the 
name of the Lord I Hosanna in the highest 

So they all came together into Jerusalem ; and then 
Jesus went straight up to the temple, and there He 
saw a beautiful sight. A great many children had run 
in there when they saw Christ coming ; and I have no 
doubt they knew, when they looked upon His kind, 
gentle face, that He was the children's Friend. Per- 
haps some of them had been by when He took the 
little ones in His arms and blessed them. But, how- 
ever that might have been, they began to sing that 
wonderful song, Hosanna to the son of David F and 
I have no doubt they sang it very sweetly. 

Now the chief priests and scribes, (the ministers 
who lived in those days,) had never held any chil- 
dren's services, as we have, and they were very much 
surprised to hear their little voices in the house of 
God — as if they had not as good a right as any to 
praise their Saviour! And they frowned on them, 
and looked very angry ; and said with their eyes, if not 
with their tongues, What busm^^^V^N^ ^ovxliere, sing- 
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ing about Jesus! For they were wicked men, and 
hated Jesus with all their hearts. But they did not 
dare to stop them; and so they came to Christ, 
and said, with a sneer, "Hearest thou what these 
say?" And what did Jesus answer themi His 
answer was a beautiful one : " Have ye never read, 
Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings thou hast 
perfected praise I" It was as if He had said, " You 
ought to have known, from what David says in the 
Psalms about Christ, that even little children may 
praise Him." And so they sang away, till the walls 
of the old temple rang again, and Jesus stood and 
smiled on them, just as He smiles on you from the 
skies when He sees you in His house ; and that was 
the first childrefis service. Is it not a pleasant thought 
that the first song to Jesus in God's own house, when 
He was upon earth, was sung by the lambs of His 
flock 1 I think He meant to shew by this, that, while 
He wants us all to praise Him, He takes great de- 
light in the praises of youthful voices, when He hears 
them singing the songs of His kingdom. 

I. Now, the first thing I wish to say to you about 
my text is this — that children should love the house of 
God. They had often been iVvet^ \wsss^s»^ 



132 



Little Crowns. 



and looked with solemn wonder upon the house where 
God dwelt, and felt happy in worshipping Him. 

So God wants that you all should love His church. 
Suppose that you had a great and powerful M^d liv- 
ing near by, who was all the time giving you many 
beautiful presents, and he should ask you to come 
often to his house, that he might give you more and 
better gifts, do you think you would stay away, and 
tell him, I don't like your house, and don't want to 
go theref" Why, no ; you would go just as often as 
you could, and would be very thankful that he let yoa 
come. Now, God is all the time making you presoits. 
He gives you life and health, and parents and friends, 
and home, and food and clothing, and the Bible, and 
the Sabbath-school, and, the best of all, His own Sw 
Jesus Christ, to save you from hell, and take you to 
heaven. And the Church is God's hausey where He 
lets His friends come and visit, and talk with Him, 
and where He talks with them by His Word and His 
Holy Spirit, and where He gives rich heavenly gifts 
to their souls, and prepares them to go to heaven 
when they die. He has a great many churches, but 
He lives in all of them. Although you cannot see 
Him, He is in His house whenever you go thoe^ 
looking straight into afi y o\n Vitai^ md wanting— oh, 
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how much ! — to do you good, and make you happy as 
the angels, if you will only let Him. And ought you 
not to love this house of your best Friend, and to love 
His holy day, and to love to pray and sing to Him 1 

I have seen children who think that Sunday is a 
very dull, stupid kind of a day, and the church a dull 
sort of a place. But I know why they think so — ^they 
do not in their hearts love their best Friend. If they 
did, I am sure they would love His house. 

" Mamma," said a Httle girl, one day, " don't you 
wish Sunday came right after Wednesday] Sunday, 
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, and then Sunday 
again.]" " Why, my darUng," answered her mother, 
" God has arranged the week in His own wise way, 
and I am sure it is the best. I should not like it dif- 
ferent" " But, mamma," said the Uttle girl, " is it not 
so selfish in us to keep for ourselves six days, while 
we give only one to God ] So selfish, mamma, and He 
gives us everjrthing we have ]" Ah, she loved God's 
day, and loved God's house, and thought that she 
could not go there too often. 

And you ought to love it for another reason. You 
read in your Bibles about the great gates of heaven, 
that are made of beautiful pearls, and you have often 
thought how you would like to sfct Xiveox— xssj^ 
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be so splendid. I hope you will all see them when 
you die. But do you know that heaven has a great 
many gates in this world that you can see with these 
eyes, and can go through with these little feetl It is 
so ; for what did Jacob say about the place where he 
worshipped God ? " This is none other but the house 
of God, and this is the gate of heaven^ That is, God's 
house is one of the outer gates of that beautiful city ; 
and when we come into it heaven seems nearer than it 
does anywhere else. Here we learn about heaven, 
and here God comes down to our souls, and helps us 
to prepare for that happy land. Now, I know that 
you all want to go to heaven. Will you not, then, re- 
member when the church-bell rings out its sweet Sab- 
bath call, that it is all the time saying to you — "Come 
to the house of God — come to the gate of heaven 1" 
Oh, I am sure that if you ask God to give you a new 
heart — a heart to love Him — ^you will love His house as 
those children did who went up to the temple to sing. 
Then you will love it as a dear little child in Wales 
did, about sixty years ago, of whom I want to tell you. 

She used to walk a great way to the church, and the 
minister, when he met her one day, stopped to talk 
''^th her a little ; for she always listened so earnestly 

his preaching that lie n^tj xclmcIx interested 
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in her; and she was always able to tell him the 
text he had preached from on the last Sunday. But 
this time, when he asked her for the text, she hung 
* her head, and could not answer him. He asked again, 
and she began to cry; and then she said the weather 
had been so bad that she could not get to read the 
Bible. "Why, how was that?" said the minister. 
Then she told him that there was no Bible at her 
home, or among her friends, and so she had travelled 
every week seven miles on foot to a place where there 
was a Welsh Bible, on purpose to read the chapter from 
which the minister had taken his text ; but that week 
it had been so cold and stormy that she could not go. 

Now I wonder how many of you, dear children, with 
your Bibles in your houses, will be able to tell your min- 
ister the next time he meets you what was the text of 
his last sermon, and in what book, and chapter, and 
verse it is to be found ? Oh, love God's house, love 
the preaching, the singing, the praying ; and may the 
church be to you all a beautiful gate of heaven, until 
you shall have passed beyond it, and through the 
pearly gates on high into the golden streets of the 
New Jerusalem. 

II. A second thing that our text teacbfts \Sf— tfwxt 
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children have reason to praise Christ. In the temple 
they sang, " Hosanna to the son of David ! and 
Jesus was pleased with their song. So now, and at 
all times, though you do not see Him, the Lord Jesus * 
is " in His holy temple," and I think I see Him smile 
with gladness as He listens to your sweet voices tout- 
ing His praise. 

1. Children should sing Hosanna to Christ, because 
He is so lovely and so glorious. Read His life in the 
gospel, and see what a beautiful life it was. He 
was always going about doing good, always gentle 
and kind, even to those who hated Him; and His 
great heart was brimful of love for everybody. Read 
about His going to the throne in heaven, where He is 
King over all His worlds, and can you help praising so 
wonderful a Being 1 

2. And think what He has done for you. Why, He 
has died that you might hve for ever in glory — ^has laid 
down His life for His precious lambs, to save their 
souls from being torn and devoured by Satan. 

At a prayer-meeting in Brooklyn a little while ago, 
there was heard the low, sobbing voice of a poor Irish 
girl, saying over and over again these three words, 
" Jesus, save me !" " Jesus, save me !" These were all 
the words that she knew how to use \ but she felt that 
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she was a poor lost sinner, and that Christ had died to 
save her, and so she kept repeating her little prayer 
till Jesus answered it, and her heart was made very 
happy. Oh, we need not oflfer long prayers to bring 
down the answer. I am sure that any child here can 
say those threfe words, and if you will say them, j^d/^Vf^ 
every word, and wishing with all your heart to be 
saved, you may be just as happy as she was. And 
when she felt that Christ had saved her, and made her 
God's own child, she sang a new song of praise to His 
name. Well, this little girl wanted to shew her Sunday- 
school teacher how thankful she was to her for her 
kind instructions. But what could she give? She 
was very poor, and had not even a farthing, and could 
buy nothing. Presently she had a happy thought : she 
took a strip of canvas and worked in it the three words 
of her first prayer, Jesus, save me!'' and then cut off a 
piece of her bonnet string, and sewed it on that, and 
gave it to her teacher for a book-mark. At another 
prayer-meeting in Brooklyn, a gentleman told this 
story, and all at once nine persons rose up, and asked 
those present to pray that the same Jesus might save 
them; and some of them, before they went home that 
night, began to sing of the love of Christ that had saved 
them, too, and given them a hope ^wj* Qj5v.^\sss« 
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can we help praising such a loving Savioiir, idio has 
given Himself ior us ! 

Let me tell you of another child, who lay cm a bed 
of sickness. She had that awfid disease that has kid 
so many little bodies in the grave — diphikaia. Htt 
mother told her that she must die, and asked her 
whether she was ready to meet her God. The suffer- 
ing girl looked tenderly at her mother, and tried to 
speak, but could not ; and then she made a motiw 
with her hand, as if she would like to write. They 
handed her a pencil and paper. Feebly the pale 
fingers grasped the pencil, and wrote one word, 
" unworthy and then she closed her eyes, and her 
head fell back upon the pillow. But presently a 
heavenly smile broke over her face, and she took the 
pencD again, and wrote, Jesus Christ:" and when 
she had finished the last letter, her hand dropped, and 
her soul went to be with her Lord and Saviour — ^went 
to sing "Hosanna to the son of David I '* with the 
blessed angels in glory. Now, like her, we are all "jwi- 
worthy-y^ but Jesus will save us as He did her, if we give 
our hearts to Him. Ought we not, then, to praise Him t 

3. Another reason why children should praise Jesus 
is — because this is the way to make this world like 
^emm, and to become ourselves like the blessed angels. 
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Do you not sometimes wish you could hear the 
angels singing, so as to know whether their songs are 
anything like ours 1 I hope we may all hear them and 
sing with them by and by ; b\it I can tell you now one 
of their songs, for the prophet John once heard it, and 
he has written it down for us in the Book of Revela- 
tion. Suppose that we could all be lifted to the upper 
" gate of heaven," and listen for a moment to what is 
going on inside. We should hear music sweeter than 
we ever dreamed of before. But the words would not 
be strange to us. They would be very much like 
those of the children in the temple — " Hosanna to the 
son of David ! " — for John tells us that they sing the 
praises of God and of the Lamb — that is, of Jesus — 
and shout, " Worthy is the Lamb that was slain ! " 

Do you not see, then, that when we sing about 
Jesus we are doing just what the angels do, and what 
all who have gone from this world to heaven are now 
doing, and what we shall do if we ever get to that 
holy, happy place 1 And if you do not love to sing 
and pray to Jesus now^ do you think you can be 
happy in that world where every one is loving and 
praising Him ? You have often sung those beautiftil 
words, " I want to be an angeL" Do you want to be 
one, really ? Then try to love, ^kn^ 
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the Saviour Hke an angd, (and yoa need not wait uQ 
yoQ get to heaven to do that,) and yon will find in it 
a sweet joy and peace diat the wcHkl can never give 
you. 

A gendeman woe said to a young lady, who wits 
the sweetest singer in the diCHr, JVkmt wnff jpm Jf» 
with that vcke im eiermiiy f The more the 3PM^g 
lady dioc^t of die solemn qiiestion» the more ske 
diat her voice was givm her to praise the Saviov 
with, and that this was the best use she could make 
of it here ; and so she gave Him aD ha heart, and 
voice, and strength to praise and serve Him. 

And oh, TXKir voice, dear child, what wfll yxw do 
widi it in dtrftUj^ if you do not mtmp begin to obey 
and serve the Ixwd Jesus I He now asks jrou for that 
vtHce, that He may tune it to heavenly anthons. He 
asks you Ux diat hatrt^ that He may attune it to 
heavenly pleasures. Oh^ give yx^ursdves up to Him. 
and be happy ! 

There are many, many children in the great house 
of God on high, singing to-day, " Hosanna to the son 
of David!*" But though they sing e^-er so sweethr, yet 
there are €4her voitxs which Jesus wants to hear. The 
gteat choir of heaven is not yet filled up. Its mask 
*5 not yet strong and loud €xioq^ and th»e are 
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many harps of gold all ready for those who will take 
them. Oh, give your hearts to Jesus, and then you 
will be so happy that you can no more help singing 
than the birds can help it And you know the mom' 
ing is the time when the birds sing the most sweetly. 
So the morning of your life is the time for you to 
praise the Lord Jesus. And do not think that you 
must praise Him with your voice only. Shew how 
much you love Him by obeying Him in your lives ; 
and let everything you do and say be like the dif- 
ferent parts of one great, long " Hosanna to the son 
of David ! Then, when death comes, although his 
cold hand upon your lips will stop every other song, 
it cannot stop your praises to the dear Redeemer ; but 
you shall 



A crown upon your forehead, a harp within your hand ; 
And right before your Saviour, so glorious and so bright. 
You '11 wake the sweetest music, and praise Him day and night." 



" With the angels stand. 




IX. 



" And the streets of the city shall be full of boys and girls, playing in 
the streets thereof." — Zbchariah viii. 5. 



" Little travellers Zion-ward, 
Elach one entering into rest 
In the kingdom of your Lord, 

In the mansions of the blest ; 
There, to welcome, Jesus waits, 
, Gives the crowns His followers win : 
L i/t your keads^ ye golden gates^ 
Let the little travellers in! 

"All our earthly journey past, 

Every tear and pain gone by. 
Here together met at last 

At the portals of the sky : 
Each the welcome, * Comb,' awaits, 

Conquerors over death and sin : 
Lift your heads, ye golden gates., 

Let the little travellers in ! " 




THE CROWN AND KINGDOM WON. 



What is more pleasant than to see children playing 
happily together about their quiet homes without any 
fear of beinf^harmed ? How sad and dreary any 
place would be if, when we walked through the streets, 
or looked into the houses or yards, we should hear no 
glad shouts of boys or girls at play! Now, if you 
had been in the city of Jerusalem when the prophet 
2^hariah wrote these words, you would have seen a 
very gloomy place. You would have seen a great 
many empty houses, with their walls tumbling to the 
ground, and large heaps of ashes and cinders where 
the best part of the city had been ; and you would have 
seen only a very few children there ; and they would 
have run away, frigrffeied, at the face of a stranger. 



Why was this ? 



r, the little ^ewv^'Wj^ «sA 
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whose houses were so silent and dreaiy were, most of 
them, away oflf in Babylon. Their parents had be- 
come very wicked, and, as I have told you before, 
God punished them by letting a great king cany them 
away and make them servants in his own coontry. 
But were the Jews never to came back to their homes 
in Jerusalem? Yes; for now they began to be very 
sorry for their sins, and to give back their hearts to 
God, and to pray to Him. And God heard their 
prayers, and sent His prophet to tell them that their 
city should be built up again ; and, to shew them how 
happy and peaceful they then should be, He said that 
the streets, which were now so lonely, should yet be 
"/j^/ of boys and girls playing^ And in a few years 
it all came to pass, just as God had said. 

But it is about another city that I now wish to talk 
with you. The apostle Paul speaks of " the heavenly 
Jerusalem," and the " Jerusalem which is above;'* and 
John, in the Book of Revelation, calls heaven the 
" new Jerusalem." I shall now try to tell you some- 
thing about that holy, heavenly city, whose golden 
streets are " full of boys and girls," and about the way 
to get there. 

Z And, first, how shall 1 d^^Sb^ to you that city 1 
It is more beautiful than vje can en^xi tHlnk ^S.. 'tNasss. 
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are many splendid cities in this world, but none that 
are half as glorious as heaven. There are many happy 
homes all around us, but none that are half as happy 
as those mansions of our Father's house on high. 

Let us now try to look in through the gates of that 
dty, and see some of its glories. How can we do 
this % We look up into the blue sky, but, though we 
try ever so hard, we can see nothing beyond it. And 
when night comes on, we watch the bright stars 
twinkling like silver crowns above us, and wonder if 
some star, brighter than the rest, may not be the city 
where our crowns are waiting for us — ^but still we do 
not see heaven, A child who was once looking with 
wonder upon the stars, asked if they were not holes 
in the floor of heaven, to let the glory through. An- 
other, a little girl in Sweden, walking with her father 
one night, looked up to the starry skies and said, 
" Father, I have been thinking if the wrong side of 
heaven is so beautiful, what must the ri^ht side be 
And a poet has beautifully said — 

" Since o'er Thy footst^l here below 
Such radiant gems are strewn, 
Oh, what magnificence must glow, 
My God, about Thy throne!" 

Yet, after all, we can see but a verj ^xaaSJi. \mss^^ ^ . 
the stars with our eyes alone *, ^xA tdls^ws^.*^^"^'^ 
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they call tdescopa^ and when we look through diem 
we can see thousands and millions of stars a great 
i*-ay off, that we could not see before — yet evoi dien 
we cannot see heaven. But God has given us some- 
thing better than a telescqpe, and if we look duoqg^ 
it we can see that happy land" that is so "&r, fiur 
away." I mean the Bible, ^diich helps the eye of the 
soul to look beyond the stars, right into the h(% dty, 
and to see the kingdom and the crown that is prepared 
for those who love Jesus. 

Let us look together through this dear, stroDg ^ass 
of heavenly truth, and what do we seet In die next 
to the last chapter of the Bible we see that heaven is 
a place where God shall wipe away aU tears'* from 
His people's eyes: where "there shall be no more 
death, neither sorrow nor crying, neither shall there be 
any more pain." How glorious ! No tears, no death, 
no pain ! Oh, "what must it be to be there !" 

But let us look again, and find out w?ua makes it 
such a happy place. " He that overcometh shall in- 
herit all things that is, all these things. What does 
this mean % ^^^ly, that every one who conquers sin 
and Satan, and who is good and holy, and whose sins 
have been washed away by the blood of Jesus, shall 
go there. Heaven is bapipY OTkbf because it is keij. 
It is nothing but sin that caMses ^ vkms. 
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pains and sicknesses, and our death. Have you not 
found out that you are never happy when you do 
wrong? when you are angry, or envious^ or dis- 
obedient? This shews that no place can be happy 
where sin is. If heaven were a hundred times more 
beautiful than it really is, no one with a wicked heart 
could be happy there, for holiness makes heaven^ and 
sin makes hell. This is the reason why our wicked 
hearts must be changed for new and holy ones before 
we can go to that happy place. 

But let us look once more at the holy city, for we 
cannot look at it too often. The prophet John says 
that an angel came and carried him away in spirit to 
a great and high mountain, and "shewed him that 
great city, the holy Jerusalem, descending out of 
heaven from God, having the glory of Gk)d ; and her 
light was like unto a stone most precious." And it 
" had a wall great and high, and had twelve gates, 
and at the gates twelve angels." And a little further 
on he says, " the twelve gates were twelve pearls ;" 
" and the street of the city was of pure gold ;" " and 
the city had no need of the sun, neither of the moon 
to shine in it, for the glory of the Lord did lighten it, 
and the Lamb is the light thereof." 

What a beautiful place, ?JIL ^iKffiMi^ ^^r^^ "i^^. 
gems I Would you not love lo ^35^st^^ 
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Let me tell you a story of a child who saw heaven 
in her dreams. "I dreamed," said little Ellen, "that 
I stood outside the gate of heaven, and looked in. 
The gate was all made of precious stones ; but I could 
see through it I could see the street, and it was all 
pure gold. I saw angels playing on large harps ; and 
I heard such singing as I never heard on earth. They 
were all singing the same words ; but I could not teH 
what they were. As I was looking, God spoke to me. 
He asked me if I had a new heart I told Him I did 
not know. He said, *If you have not, you cannot 
come in here ; but, if you will go back to earth, and 
pray for it, you shall have one, and I will send an 
angel and bring you up here.' 

" So I went back to earth, and went into a closet ; 
and as I was praying, an angel came and took me, 
and put me in one side of his bosom, and dear sister 
Annie in the other, and carried us up to heaven. You 
don't know how sweetly we looked. We were just like 
two little flowers tucked in his bosom. 

" When we came to the gate, an angel opened it for 
us, and we went in. Before, when I heard the music, 
I thought I never could sing like that ; but the mo- 
ment I was in, I could sing as well as any of them. 
Angels were all the wbi\e coTcim^,\ifav^xv'^\\t^^ babies 
/n their bosoms; and the uvomeuX^^^ ^^^*\s^^^^ 
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wpuld sing as loud and as sweet as the rest I saw 
my mother; and she looked glorious and beautiful 
She was playing on a harp, and singing, oh ! so 
sweetly! Grandmother, too, was there; and, oh! 
Annie, her wrinkles were all gone ; and she looked as 
young as you do ; and her face shone, and she was 
singing too. I said, 'Grandmother, there was great 
weeping when you left earth.' She said, ' Yes ; but I 
would not like to go back.' I saw Jesus sitting on 
a throne, and angels worshipping Him ; and when I 
saw how bright and glorious everything was, I wished 
that I had never sinned." 

Yes, dear children, I am sure that will be the wish of 
all of us, if we ever get there, that we had never sinned. 

But this was only .a dream, and the Bible is better 
than all the dreams and visions men have ever had. 
Read and study the Bible, and you will find that the 
glories of heaven are greater than any earthly eye has 
seen, or ear has heard, or mind has thought of. The 
fact is, they are so great that they cannot be told to 
us. If a bright angel were to come down from heaven 
on purpose to tell us about them, I believe that he 
would tremble and stammer and hesitate, and then 
say, as Paul did, after he had been caught up to 
heaven, that the things which he luad. ^^^tl \3cise«. S^. 
W35 possible to utter. 



Little Crowns. 



Now, may children go to that beautifiil dtyl May 
little fed walk in those golden streets^ and litde hands 
play on the harps of heaven, and littie voices snuf with 
the angels ^ the song of Moses and the Lambf ' 

11. Yes; and I wish now to shew you, in the 
second place, that, like the old Jenisalem, die Jtnr 
Jerusalem is "/«/7 of hoys and girls:" that, in tiie 
words of the beautiful hynm, 

" Aroand tike duone of God in beaTCft 
Tkausamds ^/ckiUbrm stud ; 
ChiMreii vhose sins are all foisiveB* 
A h(Jyr luil^y band. 
Singing, * Glory be to God on high.* * 

Do you know that more than one-half of aU the 
people who are bom into this world die when they 
are very small? Perhaps some of you have lost a 
little brother or sister, a sweet beautiiiil babe, whom 
you had just learned to love very dearly when God 
took it from you, and it was buried out of your si^iL 
You remember how you wept when you saw the tiny 
hands folded so cold and still, and the bright eyes 
closed, and foimd that, although you called ever so 
loudly, you could not make it hear. Yes, a great 
many of us have followed these little ones to the 
grave ; and now, aU ovei ^^t, lovely 

children are dying. 
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" There is no flock, however watch'd and tended. 
But one dead lamb is there." 

Now, what becomes of these little ones who have 
hardly begun to live before they die? We know 
where there bodies are, but where are their souls ? I 
believe that our Saviour answered the question, when 
He said, " Suffer the little children to come unto me, 
and forbid them not, for 0/ such is the kingdom of 
heaven^ Jesus, like a good Shepherd, takes* up these 
little lambs in His arms, and carries them in His 
bosom safe to His heavenly fold ; and so 

Millions of infant souls compose 
The family above." 

I have told you of a little girl's dream of heaven. 
Once there was a minister, Mr Finley, who had some- 
thing like a vision of the Holy City, and of the little 
children there. He was very sick ; and when his 
friends were weeping about his bed, and waiting to 
see him die, he thought he saw an angel come to him, 
and take him on his wings to heaven. The great high 
gates roUed back upon their golden hinges, and as he 
entered he saw the most beautiful objects. Before him 
was the "pure river of water of life, clear as crystal," and 
upon each side of the river beautiful trees, all covered 
with fruits and flowers. BrigYvl aTi%<s\^ 
in the air, and flying back and foi^Sa. itoci^^^^^^- 
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But he said that the most lovely thing he saw there 
was a little child. " There was nothing with which the 
blessed babe could be compared. Its wings were long 
and beautiful, and tinged with all the colours of the 
rainbow. Its dress seemed to be of the whitest silk, 
covered with the softest white down. Its face was all 
radiant with glory; its very smile,*' said he, "now 
plays around my heart I gazed and gazed with 
wonder upon this heavenly child." 

At length he said, "If I have to return to the earth, I 
should love to take this child with me, and shew it to 
the weeping mothers of the earth. I think when they 
see it they will never shed another tear over their 
children when they die." Then he tried to take it in 
his arms, but it flew from him to one of the topmost 
boughs of the Tree of Life, and then sweetly looked 
on him, and began singing, " To Him that hath loved 
me, and washed me from my sins in His own blood, 
to Him be glory, both now and for ever. Amen." 

When the good man awoke from this dream he 
clasped his hands for joy, and sprang from his bed, 
and could not stop praising Gk)d. Now, whether he 
saw a real angel-child or not, of this we may be sure, 
the little ones in glory are even more beautiful and 
happy than he could describe, ox xJcvasi^jK^ of us can 
inow until we see them theie. 
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But besides these little babes of Jesus, as we may 
call them, who die before they can speak the name of 
Christ, there are very many older boys and girls who 
have gone up to the shining streets of the new Jeru- 
salem. For Christ loves all the children who love 
Him. He died just as much for them as for the 
parents; and when He says, "They that seek me 
early shall find me," it is just as if He threw the pearly 
gates wide open to all of the young who will enter 
them. I cannot begin to tell you how many have 
loved and served the Saviour, and then in childhood 
or youth have been caught up by the ^gels to glory. 
Some of your friends and pla3anates, perhaps, are 
there ; and great multitudes from the Sabbath-schools, 
and churches, and blessed Christian homes all over 
the wide world. Oh, if we could see them now with 
their bright, happy faces, each wearing his golden 
crown, and singing more sweetly than they ever sung 
upon earth — I am sure we should want to be with 
them, and be happy too I 

A teacher once taught her little class the verse, 
"Suffer little children to come unto me, an,d forbid 
them not, for of such is the kingdom of heaven." 
That afternoon, after school was dismissed, a little boy 
whose name was Willie, (and ^\tf>^^\w>sjk%V^'»x.'ss^ 
smiling face made him a WxAe ^ox^^^^assi -^i^sNsxe*^^ 
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went,) came softly back and put his arms arouiid his 
teacher's neck and kissed her, saying in his lisping way : 

" I love 00, tecer." 

"What is love, Willie 1" she asked. 

He thought a moment, and then said, "It's what 
makes us dood to folks." Presently he said, " Tecer, 
who is Kwist that b'est 'ittle children 1" 

Before the teacher could answer, she was called 
away, and little Willie went home. The next day he 
did not come to school, and the teacher went to his 
house to see if he was sick. On the way there she met 
his sister, who said to her— 

" O teacher ! won't you come right down to our 
house ] Willie is so sick, and don't know any of us*" 

In a few minutes she stood by his bedside. He was 
tossing about with pain, but all the time kept saying 
softly, "Who is Kwist that b'est 'ittle children?" 
The teacher sat down by his side, and told him the 
sweet story of the cross ; but Willie's mind was as sick 
as his body, and he could not understand her. And 
still he asked earnestly, " Pleath tell me who is Kwist 
that b'est 'ittle children." 

"Will you pray for us?" asked the father. Then 
the teacher knelt and prayed that God would spare 
the darling boy, or if not, th^X'ft.^ c^^^att the 
hearts of his parents. 
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When they arose from their knees, the little form 
writhed in agony. Then he lay still with closed eyes 
and clasped hands. Then, in about an hour, there 
was another convulsion longer and harder than the 
last. When it was over he opened his eyes, and his 
pale lips parted, and he said with a strange, pleading 
earnestness, as if his whole soul was speakings 

" Pleath tell me who is Kwist that b'est 'ittle chil- 
dren ; oh, pleath tell me ! " 

" Pray for him, for him,'* sobbed the father. And 
the teacher did pray, as she had never prayed before, 
that Christ would shew Himself to the dying child. 

God heard that prayer; for soon a happy look 
passed over Willie's face. He lifted his head, and 
stretched out his small, white hands towards heaven, 
and said — 

" There is Kwist that Uest Httle children, I coming— ^ 
I coming!** and so little Willie's spirit went to be with 
Christ, whom he had sought so earnestly, and there 
was one more angel-child in glory. 

And heaven is all the time filling up with just such 
blessed, happy children. But that city is not yet 
fiill. As Jesus says in the parable, " Yet there is 
room;" room for all, crowns and harps for all, and a 
Saviour's loving smile for all who xsrw Vy^^ '^ac^ 
obey HiuL 
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III. But I must say a few words about the way to 
get to the Holy City. 

We cannot see the way to heaven as we see the way 
to the church and Sabbath-school — that is, with these 
bodily eyes — for, as Paul says, " We walk by faUhy 
not by sight." But we can see that way with the eye 
of the sotily by believing and obeying what God has 
told us, and by taking Christ at His word when He 
says, " Him that cometh unto me I will in no wise 
cast out;" and, "Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, 
and thou shalt be saved." 

What is it to believe ? I will tell you. 

In the Highlands of Scotland there is a narrow 
place only twenty feet wide and two himdred feet 
deep, the walls on each side running straight down, 
but with here and there a little spot or crevice where 
grow many beautiful flowers. A gentleman once 
offered a little boy a handsome present if he would 
consent to be let down into that deep place by a rope, 
and gather a basketful of the flowers for him. The 
boy looked wishfully at the money, for his parents 
were poor, but when he looked down into the terrible 
place where he was to go, he was afraid. But pre- 
sently his heart grew strong, and his eyes sparkled, 
a/3d he said, " I will go if my father holds the ropeP 
his father tied the tope ^iouT^^\C\sa.,^xAVy«^^ 
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him down, and when he had filled his basket, lifted 
him safely to the top again. Why was he not afraid 1 
Because he had faith in the strength of his father's 
arm, and in the love of his father's heart, that would 
not let him perish. 

So God wants you to have faith in Him, and in 
Jesus Christ His Son. Christ is like a rope let down 
from heaven to keep you from perishing. Let your 
hearts cling to Jesus, just as the hands of the little 
boy clung to his rope ; and you may know that it will 
not break, for your heavenly Father holds it, but will 
lift you up to where the Father is, and where there 
are so many happy angel-children who have gone the 
same way before you. 

Let a dying girl preach to you about Jesus, and 
how to come to Him and be saved in heaven. She 
was a Sunday scholar in Ireland, about thirteen years 
old. She was very weak; but as she lay on her dying 
bed, struggling for breath, her face, like Stephen's, 
shone " like the face of an angel," so full was she of 
heavenly joy. She was almost too feeble to speak; 
but she had six or eight of her little friends by her 
bed-side, and was preaching Christ to them. 

" O Jane, dear," she would say, " O Annie, come 
to Jesus! come to Him! He'll not ^Mt '^QsviL'«»*s^\ 
Oh, give Him your heart; "Kixa -jSl ^o^V^'sfiv.^ 
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for I know He will not take half of your heart ! Give 
Him all your heart, and He'll take away all your 
sins, and make you as happy as He has made me. 
Fray to Him for His Holy Spirit, and He will hear 
you. But remember, trust Him, have faith in Him, 
else He will not hear you. I used to pray to Him 
before I had faith in Him, and He did not hear me. 
Oh," she exclaimed, " that all the children in Belfast 
would come to Jesus 1 He has room for them all — 
He would save them all !" 

Thus preached that dying girl ; and I do not know 
that any one could better point out the way to be 
saved than she did. 

Now, dear children, will you not give your hearts 
to Jesus, that He may wash them in His blood from 
all their sins, and fit them for the crowns and king-, 
dom in glory ? 



THE END. 
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